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POEMS 


EARLY     DAYS. 

It  was  a  school-book — nothing  more  ;  my  own. 
I  turned  its  pages  ;  the  far  past  returned — 
The  early  days  when  I  began  to  be. 


O  meadow-world,  grass-sloping  to  the  town, 
Red-roofed,  that  wanders  with  the  winding  shore  ! 
How  oft  I  rested  on  thy  velvet  breast, 
Pausing  to  watch  the  scarlet  regiments  schooled, 
To  hear  the  music  blown  to  peaceful  air. 
And  marvel,  'mid  the  boisterous  notes,  to  catch 
The  tiny  tinklings  of  triangle  steel ! 
O  brambly  hills,  rewarding,  where  'was  bribed 
Hunger  to  friendship  ;  while  from  heavenly  blue 
Blithe  lark  discoursed  to  us,  and  heart  declared 
That  Italy  had  not  a  fairer  scene. 

I 


EARLY  DAYS. 

Rare  was  the  flavour  of  thence-gathered  fruit, 

When  brought  to  table,  civilized  by  fire ! 

O  days  of  musing  twilight  in  the  woods, 

When,  book  in  hand,  the  mind  to  other  realms 

Rejoicing  wandered — realms  for  ever  green  ! 

Those  early  books  I     The  heart,  enamoured,  lived 

Athrough  the  perils  and  beatitudes 

Of  the  bold  Pilgrim,  till,  the  river  passed, 

He,  to  the  unwilling  eye,  was  lost  in  light 

Of  the  bright  city  built  beyond  the  clouds. 

With  what  adventurous  joy  to  sail  the  sea 

With  Crusoe,  tread  the  island  solitude 

Shipwrecked,  and  round  the  patient-hollowed  home 

Rear  the  blind  wall,  and  with  him  start  at  print 

Of  human  foot  on  the  imagined  shore. 

Dawn  back  to  view  from  the  dusk-folded  past 
The  far-off  Teachers  :  one  whom  all  revered, 
Who  lived  his  Sunday  sermon  all  the  week. 
With  broad-brimmed  hat  in  hand  (that  seemed  to 

invite 
A  contribution),  lo,  anew  he  steps 
With  deprecatory  stoop  on  modest  feet 
Up  to  his  seat  athrough  the  ranged  lads ; 
The  loud  bell-echoes  fainting  on  the  air, 
And  the  doors  close  with  monitorial  clang. 
His  hair  concise  was  vagrant-streaked  with  age ; 
His  eyes  grey,  kindly  interrogative  ; 
His  laugh  shrill  with  hysteric  silver ;  talk 


EARLY  DAYS. 

Discursive-golden — far  off,  yet  so  near  ! 
His  rod  was  firmness  ;  conscience  was  his  king  ; 
He  honoured  in  each  boy  the  coming  man  ; 
And  wrought  his  work  as  in  the  eye  of  God  ! 

So  he — erect  as  palm-tree,  and  as  light 

Of  foot  as  bird  from  easy  bough  to  bough 

Who  taught  our  foolish  pencils  how  to  trace 
The  curve  of  beauty  and  the  line  of  strength. 
What  patience,  courtesy  !     Eyes  quick  to  see 
The  promise  in  the  failure ;  glad  to  smile 
The  folded  bud  into  the  opening  flower. 
Though  trouble-stormed  the  outworks  of  his  soul. 
It  was  impregnable,  all  calm  and  bright. 
And  beautiful  with  beauty  never  old. 

Again  there  l)ows  across  the  buried  years 
The  elegant  Monsieur.     Those  spodess  hands 
Devoted  to  each  other,  often  rubbed 
Together  as  from  mutual  esteem  ! 
That  glaring  eye  upon  the  heedlessness 
That  wronged  to  ridicule  the  dainty  speech 
Of  France  the  beautiful,  the  heaven  of  earth  ! 
The  wintry  compliments  !  the  freezing  scorn  ! 
While  in  rare  confidential  moment  he 
Talked  down  from  the  Olympus  of  his  lore : 
His  eyes  sublime,  each  word  an  oracle. 

O  vanished  voices  of  that  early  world  ! 
The  drowsy  watchman  droning  out  the  hour, 
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Skilful  to  'scape  the  damage-dealing  brawl. 
The  picket,  stealing  on  the  startled  dark, 
The  curse  of  drunken  captive  in  their  grip. 
The  stately  crier,  with  his  mighty  bell. 
Drawing  the  congregation  of  the  street. 
His  cry,  with  twin-pails  foaming  from  the  kine  ; 
Theirs,  shrill  of  garden  fruit  or  fish  of  sea  ; 
And  throng  of  voices  vending  the  crossed  bun, 
Telling  the  year's  best  Friday  had  returned ! 

Days,  too,  when  thunder-throated  cannon  told 
Labour  to  rest  from  reverence  to  the  Crown  ; 
Days  when  reviewed  the  regiments  proud,  precise. 
That  at  a  word  stepped,  stopped,  wheeled,  formed  in 

square. 
Sprung  the  hid  mine,  assailed  the  fort,  and  flashed 
Against  the  friendly  foe  the  harmless  flame  ; 
Days  when  the  monster  war-ship,  cradled  long, 
Fluttering  with  flags,  'mid  thousand-shouted  glee, 
Glided,  to  make  its  history,  on  the  deep  : 
The  riotous  day  that  round  the  hustings  roared. 
When  candidates,  .'mid  anxious-rapturous  friends, 
Went  gasping  through  their  interrupted  creed. 
O  waving  banners,  patriotic  strains. 
The  brave  rosettes,  the  large  committee  men 
Fresh  from  the  candidates  !  the  mutual  boast 
Of  coming  triumph  ;  the  decisive  day  ; 
The    poll   proclaimed;    and   the   proud    member 

chaired. 
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Far  sights — so  near  ;  hushed  voices — vocal  still 
The  bugle  shrill,  as  punctual  as  the  dawn  : 
Drum  drowning  shrieks  of  men  beneath  the  scourge 
Nine-tailed  and  terrible,  that  scarred  the  man 
Out  of  the  man,  and  broke  him  down  to  brute  : 
Conscious  deserters  handcuffed  through  the  town  ; 
Dead  warriors  honoured  to  the  grave,  and  left 
Beneath  the  volley  of  farewell  at  rest — 
All  warfare  ended. 

Sunday  voices  hushed ; 
The  quaint  Precentor's,  who  from  sliding  tube 
Solicited  the  oft-reluctant  note 
Prelusive  :  and  the  Preacher's,  cheerful-grave, 
Whose  wholesome  words  still  live  in  bettered  lives. 

O  voices  silent  and  far-vanished  scenes. 
Some  fairer,  dearer,  sweeter  than  for  song — 
More,  more  than  memories,  golden-singing  hopes 
Of  the  fair  future  of  immortal  youth  ! 
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Grey  hall ;  quaint  farm  ;  swart  smithy  ;  cottages  ; 
White  vicarage  ;  red  manse,  on  public  path 
Insistent ;  lazy  hostelry,  that  missed 
The  exultant  coach -horn  :  various-crowded  store  ; 
Church  like  a  saint  in  stone  upon  the  hill. 


THE    VILLAGE. 

Hands  raised  to  heaven  in  everlasting  prayer ; 
Green  fields  that  listened  day  and  night  to  song 
Of  modest  stream  :  such  was  the  quiet  realm 
Unchronicled,  unsung,  of  which  I  sing. 

Dear  was  the  Pastor  to  the  cottage  home — 
Dearer  than  to  the  mansions  of  the  fields  : 
Soft  flattery  had  no  dwelling  on  his  tongue  ; 
And — social  sin — he  sparely  ate  where  deemed 
A  mighty  appetite  a  sign  of  grace. 
Poor  he,  yet  not  in  courage  or  in  love. 
To  all  things  lovely  !     Oft  rich  ignorance 
Quailed  at  his  quiet  eye  ;  and  at  his  word. 
An  arrow  from  the  quiver  of  the  skies. 
Felt  the  stern  poverty  of — only  gold ! 

"  The  poorest  man  alive  is  brother  mine," 
He  said  :  "  has  he  not  hands  as  well  as  I  ? 
Feet,  eyes,  and  ears  as  open  to  a  tone 
Of  love,  and  heart  to  throb  reply  ?  sad  tears 
His  heritage  ?  a  mother's  cradling  arm 
At  life's  beginning,  at  its  end  a  grave  ? 
The  smock  upon  the  back,  the  slouching  gait. 
The  phrases  rude,  do  not  unhumanize. 
He's  one  of  God's  own  men — a  fallen  man, 
But  therein  like  his  masters  ;  in  his  sins 
Only  a  bungling  copyist  of  theirs. 
He  has  not  many  friends,  but  Christ  is  one, 
Who,  rich  in  highest  glory,  ne'er  forgets 
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That  far-off  Syrian  poverty,  and  life 
Vacant  of  the  feHcities  of  home. 
Though  poor,  he's  rich  enough  to  win  a  wife, 
The  heavenly  dowry  of  whose  cheerful  lot 
Is  that  which  lacking,  Wealth  is  Lazarus-poor — 
The  tenderness  and  constancy  of  love  ! 
Hard  life  is  theirs  when  boisterous  children  climb 
The  knee  with  ready  mouths  and  many  wants  — 
An  ugly  puzzle  how  they  keep  alive  ! 
Not  wonderful  that  some,  the  sturdiest,  'scape 
To  realms  beyond  the  seas,  where  honest  Toil 
Can  soon  become  possessor  of  the  earth. 
They  go  to  beck'ning  lands  of  freedom  ;  go 
To  taste  the  happiness  denied  them  here, 
Yet  mournful  their  departure  and  its  cause. 
For  who  are  these  ?     The  pick  of  P>iglish  fields, 
The  sturdy  backbone  of  our  villages, 
The  agricultural  life-blood  of  the  land. 
Let  the  black  wealth  from  out  our  heart  of  earth 
Fail,  and  the  miner  carry  lily  hands, 
That  were  calamity  indeed ;  but  worse 
If  courage,  independence,  industry, 
Pass  from  our  rural  cottages,  and  leave 
Boeotian  shadows  creeping  round  our  farms- 
Rude  shadows  of  the  men  that  win  the  world 
From  wilderness  to  fields — -beyond  the  foam. 
It  need  not  be  :  unlock  the  English  soil ; 
Let   plough   reclaim   the   waste,    and    soon    would 
come 
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Into  the  rural  struggle  of  hand-to-mouth 
Comfort  with  golden  smile,  and  pallid  Want, 
Willing  to  die,  would  'neath  the  sheaves  expire. 
God  is  the  Landlord,  and  our  toil  the  rent 
We  pay  to  Him  :  our  title  to  the  land 
Its  culture  :  failing  this,  then  that  is  lost. 

"  Think  of  the  orient  Galilee  of  old. 
Divided  'mong  the  Hebrew  multitude 
By  its  Divine  Proprietor  !     The  fields 
Had  many  owners — here  they  have  but  few, 
And  if  they  lapsed,  the  trump  of  Jubilee 
Called  back  the  former  owner  to  his  own. 
Though  small  the  freehold,  golden  its  reply 
To  the  plough's  earnest  questions.     Patience  sang 
Amid  the  furrows.     Patriotism  struck 
Strong  root  tenacious  deep  into  the  land. 
O  would  you  make  our  peasants  into  men 
That,  not  from  ignorance  and  dread  of  change. 
But,  patriotic,  to  the  landscape  cling, 
Then  let  them  see  upon  its  bosom  bright 
A  field  that  they  have  won,  tamed  from  the  wild. 
And  so  their  own.     Then  barrenness  would  break 
Into  a  thousand  sheaves  :  the  rural  drudge 
Be  quickened  to  a  life  ne'er  reached  by  beer, 
The  skittle-alley,  and  the  roaring  song. 
I'm  sent  to  preach  :  to  poor  men  only  heaven  ? 
To  rich   men   heaven  and  earth?     Both   are  for 

both, 
In  both  there's  room  for  each  to  have  a  share  !  " 
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Contentment  was  the  gospel  that  was  preached       V\yeJtu^ 
By  Vicar  bland,  but  sturdy  for  his  church. 
His  easy  lot  had  fallen  'mid  quiet  gold. 
His  life  was  placid  innocence ;  and  yet, 
To  the  amazement  of  the  suppliant  poor, 
Who  deemed  such  innocence  could  be  deceived. 
His  questioning  shrewdness  oft  detected  them. 
Experience  had  instructed  him.     He  told 
How  once  from  window  his  quick  eye  had  caught 
A  vagrant  pair,  a  mother  and  her  son. 
They  cast  a  keenly-searching  glance  around, 
Then  lay  the  lad  down  on  the  dusty  path  : 
On  which  the  mother  ran  in  violent  haste, 
And  clamoured  at  the  vicarage  door  with  tale 
Of  her  poor  child  (she  feared)  in  clutch  of  death. 
The  ready  Vicar  hastened  to  the  lad 
Rigid  upon  the  ground  ;  stooped  o'er  him  ;  felt 
The  pulse ;  smoothed  back  wild  hair  from  rolling  eyes. 
And  busy  were  his  words  of  sympathy  : 
"  Poor  child  !  poor  child  !  a  serious  business  this  j 
We  must  let  blood  :  keep  by  him ;  I  will  run 
And  bring  a  lancet  that  will  ease  and  save  !  " 
He  sped  for  instrument  that — he  had  not ! 
And  coming  from  his  door  again,  behold. 
Lad,  woman,  partners  in  imposture,  fled  ! 
He  chuckled  then,  and  oft  in  memory, 
At  the  medicinal  quality  in  words, 
Disease  and  patient  vanished  at  a  breath  : 
And  he  so  skilful,  though  so  ignorant ! 
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No  children  e'er  had  clustered  at  his  hearth, 
Yet  in  his  heart  dwelt  an  immortal  child, 
Fair  babe,  his  first  and  last  ! 

Peace  to  his  dust, — 
He  was  a  man  of  peace  !     Flowers  !  brightly  bloom 
Upon  his  grave  as  once  beneath  his  hand : 
And,  birds  !  be  musical  above  his  sleep ; 
For,  like  St.  Francis,  all  of  you  he  loved — 
The  little  winged  brothers  of  the  air. 
The  little  winged  sisters  of  the  nest ! 

Cheerful  the  wholesome-natured  Yeoman  old  : 
'^(^VUyVV\^       He    knew   the   days   when    England's   cheek   was 
blanched 
As  'neath  the  revolutionary  axe 
Fell  the  grey  head  of  the  discrowned  Queen 
In  France,  the  land  of  strong  experiments, 
Whose  futile  vote  abolished  kings  and  God ; 
Far  days  ere  the  bold  Corsican  had  fought 
His  way  into  the  throne,  and  showed  how  poor 
A  school  for  empire  was  the  battle-field  ! 
Well  known  to  him  the  anxious  chronicle 
Of  England  through  those  military  years 
That  drained  the  nation  of  its  gold  and  men. 

Pleasant  the  fond  grip  of  his  greeting  hand ; 
Pleasant  the  smile  of  his  autumnal  face  ; 
Pleasant  the  truth  of  his  few- worded  speech  ! 
The  people  called  him  Father.     In  his  ear 
All  loved  to  tell  their  narrow  narratives 
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And  rural  reverence  waited  on  his  voice. 
Men  prized  his  gentleness— he  could  be  stern ; 
They  loved  the  father — for  he  could  be  judge  : 
'Tis  blended  opposites  that  make  a  soul 
Potential.     Death  had  stormed  into  his  life, 
But  he  through  all  was  garrisoned  in  peace. 


Ayuydu^ 


All  things  sat  easy  on  the  Saddler.     Soft 
Of  voice,  commands  were  gentle  as  requests. 
He   hummed   and  whistled   gladness   through   the 

house. 
He  ne'er  was  angry,  and  so  gathered  girth. 
Each  morning  saw  him  with  the  morning's  news : 
His  own  land,  other  lands,  the  ends  of  earth 
Spoke  freely  to  him  at  his  early  meal. 
Imagination  glanced  around  the  world, 
And  sympathy  was  quick  to  every  woe 
That  wept  in  type.     He  to  his  labour  went — 
Its  yoke  was  easy  to  him — and  'mid  whips, 
New  bridles,  saddles,  and  all  equine  gear 
Was  brother  to  all  men.     The  birds  that  sang 
Among  his  trees  he  knew,  and  answered  them 
Sweet  note  for  note,  his  voice  twin-toned  with  theirs. 
When  day  was  done  it  was  his  joy  to  stand 
Beside  the  well-touched  instrument,  and  wed 
His  voice  to  chosen  voices  as  they  sang. 
To  him  all  beauty  blended  in  a  song. 

This  is  his  brooding  parlour,  cozy-quaint,  /  (^yiAu^l^ 

With  window  diamond-paned — so  little  changed  ! 
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The  tall  clock  still  stands  sentry :  one  of  God's 
Angels,  though  clad  in  wood,  and  with  a  voice 
To  the  bright  faithful  witness  in  the  heaven 
Faithful.     Around  the  walls,  glass-sheltered,  birds, 
That  sightless  stare,  with  throats  no  more  to  sing — 
Woodcock,  and  fieldfare  hushed  its  warble  harsh. 
And  paroquet  in  rainbow-feathered  pomp, 
With  squirrel,  nut  fixed  in  its  idle  teeth. 
Erect  in  pert  vivacity  of  life 
As  when  it  sprang  from  living  bough  to  bough. 
Beneath,  time-dark  bureau  with  volumes  topped, 
Some  new  when  the  last  century  was  old, 
Some  old  when  the  last  century  was  young. 

In  yon  poor  cottage  the  old  Weaver  dwelt, 
Though  now  (no  weaving  more)  as  Carrier  known, 
Pedestrian  Carrier  to  and  from  the  town. 
Dull-eyed,  he  only  went  on  errands  light  : 
For  household  trifles,  periodic  prints 
That  bear  the  wide  world  into  country  nooks, 
And  urgent  message  from  farmhouse  or  cot 
Oral,  or  in  dumb  language  of  the  pen. 
Hard  was  his  life,  yet  harder  had  it  been 
But  for  the  unwearied  cheerful  industry 
Auxiliar  of  his  daughter, — defter  hand 
Than  hers  o'er  linen  ne'er  drew  smoothing  steel  ! 
The  dwelling  of  two  rooms  (the  upper  reached 
By  ladder,  and  the  lower  turned  at  night 
To  chamber  for  his  child)  was  large  enough 
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For  their  light  purse, — and  visitations  sweet 
Of  heavenly  angels  :  Peace,  Hope,  Charity  ! 
Their  cold  white  walls  were  brightened  with  bold 

scenes 
(Unframed)  from  holy  story, — Daniel  brave 
'Mid  the  cowed  lions  ;  Joseph  from  the  pit 
Sold  to  the  merchants  ;  Paul  with  unharmed  hand — 
The  viper  in  the  fierce  flame  ;  and  the  sheep 
Around  Him  the  Great  Shepherd  of  mankind. 
Their  library  small — the  best  Book  was  their  best, 
And  daily  read  with  reverence  ere  they  knelt 
Together  at  the  footstool  of  the  King 
Who  loves  the  poor  man's  hut  if  love  is  there. 
Their  speech  was  purified  from  rude  and  foul 
By  constant  drinking  of  the  heavenly  Word, 
And  so  was  ever  comely  in  their  lips. 
'Mong  their  few  books  were  some,  and  tasted  oft, 
EmbrownM  hives  of  old  divinity. 
Stored  with  rich  honey  from  celestial  rocks. 
And  little  heeded  by  this  hurrying  age ! 
Each  month  new  thought  entered  their  ready  mind 
From  serial  looked  for,  pondered,  treasured  much  ! 
In  each  a  portrait  of  a  man  of  God. 
How  studied  was  that  countenance  !  henceforth 
E'en  from  a  thousand  faces  in  a  crowd 
They'd  picked  his  out. 

Peace  was  the  life  they  lived. 
Glad  gratitude  was  their  abiding  guest. 
No  day  but  vocal  with  their  cheerful  song. 
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Again  I  hear  the  mother,  vivid-eyed, 
Shrunken  with  years,  not  shrunken  in  the  soul, 
When  Spring  was  scattering  flowers  upon  the  world 
And  the  small  patch  of  green  they  called  their  own, — 
"  I  miss  the  happy  music  of  the  lark. 
But  though  my  ear  is  dull  quick  eye  is  mine — 
And  the  bright  flowers  seem  brighter  every  Spring  !  " 
What  beauty  of  contentment  in  that  home  ! 
What  pith  of  piety  in  their  hard  lives  ! 

By  yonder  gate,  that  opens  on  the  lines 
That  link  the  parted  towns  and  keep  from  men 
The  rust  of  isolation,  was  the  home 
Of  one,  its  keeper — often  issuing  forth 
With  waving  flag  to  warn  the  heedless  back 
From  passage,  and  to  speed  the  passing  train. 
The  snows  of  many  years  were  in  his  hair. 
Sun-tanned  his  cheek  in  many  climes,  yet  bright 
The  rose  of  P^nglish  health  upon  it  still. 
His  memory  was  a  chronicle  of  wars 
In  the  loud  days  of  Wellington  the  great. 
O  well-told  tales  that  he  could  tell,  that  told 
Again  and  yet  again  were  ever  new  ! 
But  he,  clear,  prompt,  exact  to  time  and  task. 
With  nobler^hopes  than  memories,  long  has  reached 
The  fields  where  Peace  is  the  eternal  flower. 

The  pallid  Seamstress  toils  with  resolute  will 
To  end  the  ever  new-beginning  task. 
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Welcome  at  week's  end  the  one  day  of  rest  ! 
Noted  was  Fashion's  newest  flower,  and  charmed 
Her  ear  with  recent  flounces  to  the  pew 
Rustling  their  celebration  of  her  skill  ! 

It  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone.  'YVvAAA^-a-JT^^ 

And  is  it  good  then  for  the  feebler  man  ?  U 

Does  he  a  helpmeet  need  !     Then  she  much  more  ! 
Can  Paradise  be  Paradise  without 
Companion  ?     Who  is  made  for  solitude  ? 
E'en  Simeon  of  the  Pillar  craved  a  crowd 
To  wonder  at  him  !     Well  if  she  who  lacks 
The  coronet  serene  of  household  love 
Is  mother  of  the  poor,  the  sick,  the  sad, 
And  orphan  children  learn  to  bless  her  name  ! 


See  that  so  anxious  mother,  prudent  wife, 


VHkfVvpft 


Who  seldom  ever  settled  to  a  chair,  i 

Whose  tone  judicial  veiled  strong  mother-love ;  * 

While  he,  the  husband,  watched  her  with  a  smile, 

As  one  who  knew  her  nobler  than  she  seemed : 

His  speech,  time-lichened  proverbs,  apothegms. 

And  quarried  facts  out  of  a  rural  life. 

He  talked  like  elder  brother  to  his  sons, 

And  the  one  girl  pearl  of  his  heart  and  home  ; 

And  found,  with  little  care  for  other  song. 

The  world  his  poem  and  his  poet  Christ. 

O  those  dilated  and  black-rolling  eyes  ! 
That  tawny  face  telling  of  vagrant  tribe 
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Pilfering  its  way  from  the  mysterious  East. 

Won  from  that  life,  the  tribal  bond  was  slipped, 

Her  rovings  settled  in  a  cottage  home. 

Without  the  linking  solace  of  a  child, 

Wife,  child  in  one  she'd  be  to  him  who  loved. 

As  drew  he  to  the  anticipating  door, 

Ready  the  meal  for  ready  appetite ; 

And  silent  she  till  the  kind  table  killed 

The  passionate  hunger  ;  wisely-slow  then  rose 

To  question  or  to  news,  and  pleasantly 

The  long  clay  tube  was  handed  to  his  mouth. 

That  he  might  sit,  a  sage,  amid  the  smoke 

In  convolutions  withering  to  the  roof ! 


The  roughest  man  that  ever  furrow  drew 
Softened  to  some  fair  face  and  sung  his  song. 
Had  his  thin  joke  and  dreamt  his  dream  of  love. 
The  humblest  father  is  a  father  still. 
What  joy  that  Labourer's  in  the  evening  hour. 
His  foot  his  children's  chariot,  and  their  Mount 
Delectable  his  shoulder.     What  to  him 
The  news  of  courts,  the  chronicles  of  war, 
Catastrophes  of  nations,  all  the  stir 
Of  the  loud  pride  that  calls  itself  the  world  ? 
His  children  were  his  news.     Romances  beamed 
From  their  bright  eyes  into  his  rugged  life. 
The  perils  they  had  'scaped  (and  angels'  hands 
Are  quick  to  children),  all  their  quaintnesses. 
Made  up  each  eve  the  chapter  of  the  day. 


THE    VILLAGE.  ly 

They  grew  ;  out-grew  the  village ;  at  the  last, 
Youth-eager,  seeking  fortune,  sailed  to  lands 
That  sang  of  gold  across  the  willing  seas. 
Ne'er  opened  letter  from  their  distant  hands, 
Ne'er  spok'n  their  name,  but  instant-rising  tears 
Shone,  silent  intercessions  in  his  eyes. 
Tears  from  the  unfathomed  wells  of  fatherhood. 


W^ 


I  see  him  trampling  through  the  mighty  snows 
Of  far-off  winters.     White  the  rural  world. 
Fields,  fallows,  hills,  the  cottage,  and  the  farm, 
Covered  with  universal  sanctity. 
And  the  sun  wondering  at  the  spotless  earth ! 
O  Winter's  heavenly  purity,  the  hush,  " 

And  the  long-glorious  treasures  of  the  snow  ! 
Frost-jewels,  exquisite,  symmetrical. 
Beyond  the  lapidary's  hope  or  dream  ! 
The  frozen  fretwork  of  the  woods  !     The  mist 
Crystalline  in  the  hedge !     The  fairy  ferns  ^ 

That  greet  the  peasant's  eye  upon  the  pane 
Vitreous,  through  which  he  sees  the  lingering  stars, 
And  rises,  ere  the  day,  to  go  afield. 

Listen — the  village  bells  !     No  curfew  chime, 
As  eve  by  eve  proclaims  the  hour  ;  no  clash      ^.  /ill 

Of  Sabbath  music  :  no  exultant  song  ^  lA/LoA/^  '  ^^^^ 

Telling  of  two  lives  wedded  into  one.  ^ 

It  is  the  knell  full  of  mortality  /  .     / 

And  a  closed  life.     For  each  that  knell  to  knoll !     ^^^X^  /OCx 
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How  fleet  of  pinion  are  the  silent  years  ! 
And  ever  flying  swifter  as  they  fly. 
Wise  he  who  seeks  a  world  beyond  this  world. 
O  fleet-winged  Time !  that  wisdom  ours  to  use 
Thee  so  that,  fled,  in  purer  lives  shall  live 
The  rich  memorial  of  thy  vanished  flight ! 
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Our  happy,  happy  doors  shut  out  the  noise 
Of  storm,  and  glad  amid  our  sheltered  joys 

We  sang,  "  God's  wing  protects  our  humble  nest. 

It  was  the  twilight  song  we  daily  sung. 
And  sweeter  in  the  heart  than  from  the  tongue ; 
And  we,  blithe-wedded  pair,  were  greatly  blest. 

One  shining  morn  when  Autumn  breezes  stirred 
Leaves  to  their  fall,  behold,  a  little  bird. 
Wee  welcome  stranger  in  our  ready  nest ! 

Beamed  then  a  new  strange  gladness  in  our  eyes ; 

We  deemed  no  bird  like  ours  beneath  the  skies  ; 

And  we  beneath  God's  loving  wing  had  rest. 

Our  nursling's  placid  wonder  !  and  its  tone  ! 
A  softer,  sweeter,  surely  never  known 

Since  bird  in  Eden  first  contrived  a  nest ! 
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We  said,  "  An  Eden  to  our  lot  is  given  : " 
Our  future  blossomed  as  a  rose  of  heaven  : 
Nor  did  we  dream  that  we  could  be  unblest. 

We  mused  and  whispered  in  each  other's  ears 
The  hopes  prophetic  of  the  distant  years ; 
And  Joy,  God's  angel,  sang  within  our  nest. 

Alas,  that  weary,  sore-bereaving  day 
When  passed  from  earth  our  little  one  away  1 
Save  for  Christ's  tears,  then  how  indeed  unblest. 

Now  winter  snows  whiten  the  wold  and  wild, 
With  reverent  gladness  think  we  of  the  child. 
Our  darling,  sheltered  in  the  heavenly  nest. 
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When  cuckoo's  note  announced  the  Spring,  his  eighth. 

Clouds  broke  in  light  o'er  his  imperilled  head. 

Hope  in  our  bosom  like  a  strong  brook  flowed. 

He  ran  abroad — for  life  was  luxury  : 

The  golden  fields  enriched  him  ;  twittering  birds 

Woke  a  new  gladness  in  him  every  morn. 

In  the  sweet  air  a  rose-bud  was  each  cheek, 

And  not  a  lissom  lamb  more  gay  of  foot : 

The  common  daisy  was  a  joy  to  him ; 

The  chatter  of  the  sparrows  in  the  hedge  ; 
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The  wrangle  of  the  rooks  ;  the  elaborate 
And  mutual  salutations  of  the  dogs  ; 
And,  round  their  mother  winking  in  the  sun, 
The  kittens  giddy  in  their  merriment. 

With  perilous  eagerness  of  brain  he  went 
Among  his  joys,  and  all  was  joy  to  him  : 
Rejoiced,  but  could  not  rest ;  and  dreamy  sleep 
Was  burthened  with  the  iterated  day. 
The  mind  went  wand'ring,  save  when  now  and  then 
At  home  in  lucid  eye  and  word  that  flashed 
Rich  news  of  recognition  to  the  loved. 

Yet  Hope  was  loud  of  voice — he  still  will  live  ! 

Through  the  lone  night  Hope  sang — he  still  will  live  ! 

But  as  the  last  star  faded  into  day 

The  dear  voice  wandered  into  silence.     Passed 

Upon  our  beautiful  the  sudden  change. 

And  we — we  knew  him  gone  to  other  worlds. 

O  death-sealed  eyes,  no  more,  no  more  to  flash 
A  summer  o'er  us  in  the  darkest  day  ! 
O  busy  feet  and  hands  in  endless  rest ! 
O  listening  silence  in  the  house  that  waits 
Expectant  of  the  voice  that  never  comes  ! 

O  toys !  he  will  not  need  you  any  more. 

Books  !  he  has  got  beyond  you.     Garments  dear 

Because  of  him, — fold,  fold  them  all  away. 


OUR  HAROLD    YONDER.  21 

0  heart,  and  heart  of  thee,  my  other  self. 
All's  done — we  can  do  nothing  for  the  child ! 

He  has  outgrown  us  on  a  sudden.     Needs 
No  more  our  guidance,  care  ;  and  yet  we  keep. 
Though  he  has  past,  possession  in  him  still. 
We  cannot  be  as  though  he  ne'er  had  been  : 
Our  child  he  was,  and  is,  and  e'er  shall  be. 
But  never  temporal  hour  shall  see  him  back 
Beside  us.     Springs  return  and  summers  rich, 
Rose-crowned ;  but  he — not  he  ! 

I  know  it  true 
That  not  a  human  home  but  trouble-gloomed. 
And  death  the  inevitable  end  of  all. 

1  can  but  say,  when  vexing  Wisdom  asks, 
Can  that  an  evil  be  which  comes  to  all  ? 
Sorrow  has  rights.     That  He  who  made  the  heart 
Will  never  kill  it ;  bids  it  love,  love  on, 

And  speak  in  tears  (He  gives  that  language),  tears 
Of  love  triumphant  in  the  face  of  Death. 

O,  it  is  something  to  have  loved  the  child ; 
Had  his  society  these  sunny  years  ; 
Stored  Memory's  treasure-house  from  out  his  life, 
And  now  to  see  his  beauty  through  his  loss. 
He  was  too  beautiful  to  cease  to  be  ! 

The  robe  is  not  the  king,  nor  dust  the  man  ; 
'Tis  in  the  soul  eternity  is  writ ; 
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Thought,  Hope,  and  Love  expect  eternity, 
And  only  in  the  Hmitless  can  rest. 

The  child — how  far  before  us  he  has  passed  ! 

Shall  we  ne'er  reach  him  ?     Then  were  heaven  unlike 

The  Father's  house  of  which  the  Blessed  spoke. 

Does  the  All-wise  One  then  refuse  to  love 

The  creature  He  has  made  ?     Omnipotence 

Disdain  our  helplessness  ?     And  Purity, 

The  fountain  in  which  angels  keep  them  clean. 

Forbid  the  approach  of  any  foulest  soul 

That  longs  for  cleansing  ?     Father  is  His  name  ; 

And  with  Him  name  and  nature  are  at  one. 

No  earth-worm  blind  but  ploughs  beneath  His  care ; 
And  in  His  hand  is  all  of  human  breath. 
Too  great  is  He  to  scorn  a  human  soul  : 
And,  coming  to  himself,  the  wanderer  long 
Knows  Him  as  Father,  and  to  Him  returns. 
With  Him  is  housed  our  vanished-darling's  life, 
Liker  to  Him  than  any  on  this  earth. 
A  character  is  better  than  a  word. 
And  though  we  see  not  as  the  Eternal  Light 
(For  clouds  of  Time  are  still  upon  our  eyes), 
The  heart  can  rest  in  the  Eternal  Love  : 
That  doth  assure  of  all  we  long  to  know ; 
Strongly  assures  of  all,  and  more  than  all. 

But  O,  to  know  that  he  remembers  us  ! 

Has  heaven  no  past,  earth's  side  its  golden  door  ? 
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Each  flower  that  cheered  the  childhood  of  the  Christ, 

Each  bird  that  sang  Him  from  His  sleep,  still  buds 

And  sings  in  garden  of  His  memory. 

Not  unforgotten  on  His  throne  the  thorns 

That  pierced  His  weary  feet  and  brow  and  soul  ; 

And  blossoms  in  His  heart,  for  ever  sweet, 

The  cherished  love  of  him  who  on  His  breast 

Leaned,  and  her  gratitude  who  fondly  wept 

The  fretting  dust  from  His  neglected  feet. 

No  Lethe  then  is  heavenly  Paradise 

To  him  who  with,  is  like  the  Eternal  Lord. 

A  child  we  knew  him  :  is  he  still  a  child  ? 
Slow  is  the  growth  of  all  things  that  endure. 
And  every  soul  demands  eternity. 
It  never  comes  to  pause  with,  "  Knowledge  now. 
And  character  have  touched  perfection."     There 
Is  ever  a  beyond  ! 

The  child  is  child  within  yon  golden  day  \ 
But  loves  he  with  a  heavenlier  love,  and  love 
Holds  larger  knowledge  from  indifference. 
We're  not  to  him  as  though  we  ne'er  had  been, 
Or  as  we  were  before  we  wept  his  loss, 
Or  as  we  are  to  our  self-pitying  eyes. 
But  as  we  shall  be  when  we  reach  his  side. 
And  hear  his  greeting  in  the  better  home. 
Love  sees  the  futurs  in  the  present  hour  : 
He  loves  us  in  the  light  of  the  to-be. 


24  OUR  HAROLD    YONDER. 

He  now  is  clear  of  earthly  clay — in  him 

So  beautiful  ere  fell  the  mortal  touch  : 

Yet  'twas  the  darling  spirit  beautiful 

That  made  the  body  lovely  to  our  love  : 

He  lives,  though  that  be  passing  into  dust. 

And  what  he  is  can  well  be  left  with  Him 

Who  made  him  all  the  sweetness  that  we  knew, 

And  sweeter,  brighter,  nobler  makes  him  where 

Glory  of  glories  is  the  eternal  light. 

Can  Love  ne'er  speak  its  fulness  ?     Nor  can  Faith 

His  life  on  earth  had  glad  variety ; 

And  the  resplendent  city  of  the  skies 

Has  no  monotony  of  happiness. 

There  interchange  of  service,  that  is  rest. 

With  rest  that  still  is  service  !     Hidden  things 

For  ever  brightening  into  knowledge.     There 

(Sweet  discipline  in  wisdom,  purity. 

Assured  us  in  the  eternal  Fatherhood 

Of  Him  who  is  the  Everlasting  King) 

A  rainbowed  fairer  than  a  cloudless  sky, 

And  if  a  cloud  ever  a  rainbowed  cloud  ; 

Gladness  and  awe  unutterable  blent. 

Like  elements  that  mix  alone  in  light. 

To  live  in  others,  that  is  heaven  above. 
Below.     At  one  with  Christ  the  child  has  found 
The  one  enduring  home.     And  there,  where'er 
It  be,  I  seek  him,  and  in  death  shall  find, 
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'Tis  twenty  years  to-day,  my  dear, 
That  you  have  worn  the  ring  of  gold, 
And  into  many  a  happy  ear 
The  English  bells  our  marriage  told. 
God  bless  you  !  countless  wishes  fond 
Have  I,  but  cold  the  words  I  find  : 
More  blessings  in  the  years  beyond 
Be  yours,  than  in  the  years  behind. 

It  seems  but  only  yestermorn 

I  met  you  first  in  Friday's  field, 

Where  stood,  in  mellow  sheaves,  the  corn, 

Like  bosses  on  a  golden  shield ; 

And  then  your  grace,  and  thrilling  eyes. 

Your  ringing  laughter  struck  athrough 

My  soul,  like  music  from  the  skies. 

And  all  the  world  was  merged  in  you. 
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Your  old  farm-house,  I  see  it  still, 

Quaint-gabled,  diamond-paned,  half-hid 

In  shadow  of  the  firry  hill 

And  ancient  elms  it  stood  amid ; 

And  at  its  side  the  willowy  pond, 

Where  swans,  with  arching  necks  of  light, 

Swam  in  calm  beauty,  while,  beyond, 

A  whispering  wood  ran  up  the  height. 

What  fancies,  born  of  hope,  or  fear, 

Would  light,  or  dim,  the  wistful  hours. 

While  in  the  meads  I  lay  anear. 

Nor  knew  my  hands  were  plucking  flowers. 

For  watching  the  old  house  below, 

All  eager,  on  the  ringing  air, 

To  catch  your  warm  laugh  come  and  go. 

And  feel  that  you  were  living  there. 

"  Though  rapid  months  their  flags  unfurl, 

I  never  see  the  face  of  joy  !  " 

I  was  as  bashful  as  a  girl. 

As  awkward  as  a  flurried  boy. 

"  Cheer,  nephew,  cheer  !  "  in  accents  warm, 

At  last,  one  eve,  cried  Uncle  Gray, 

"  I've  seen  the  Farmer  at  the  farm. 

And  there  we  spend  our  Christmas  Day." 

O  slow,  slow  hours  !     They  went  away 
At  last,  and  brought  that  day  to  me. 
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The  rarest,  gladdest  Christmas  Day  : 
How  the  old  farm  o'erflowed  with  glee, 
Songs,  flaming  yule  logs,  holly  boughs. 
Whose  glossy  leaf  and  berry  red, 
Wreathed  every  doorway's  oaken  brows. 
And  hid  the  ceiling  overhead  ! 

What  plenty  lined  the  liberal  board, 
O'er  which  there  ruled  in  burly  pride 
The  loud-voiced  Farmer,  like  a  lord, 
With  you,  my  darling,  at  his  side  ! 
But  what  to  me  was  time,  or  place, 
The  circling  cheer,  mirth's  ceaseless  flow  ? 
For  won  I  then  a  coy  embrace, 
'Neath  the  inviting  mistletoe  ! 

And  then,  apart  from  all,  I  told 

The  love  you  guessed, — and  knew  you  mine  : 

That  hour,  it  never  can  be  old ; 

That  joy,  it  made  the  hour  divine  ! 

And  lo,  as  if  my  vows  to  seal. 

From  out  the  village  belfry  rang, 

A  happy,  silver-sounding  peal : 

'Twas  sweet  as  if  an  angel  sang  ! 

"  Peal,  twilight  bells  of  Christmas  time, 
Peal  to  the  music  in  my  breast ! 
Ring  o'er  the  hills  your  answering  chime. 
For  evermore,  without  a  rest  ! 
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Fly,  music,  on  the  winter  wind  ! 
Fly,  joyful,  with  that  word  afar ! 
Nor  to  the  rolling  world  confined, 

0  whisper  it  to  every  star  !  " 

Henceforth  how  changed  the  Earth  !  as  new 
She  seemed  as  in  her  sinless  prime  ; 
Upon  my  leisure  hours  there  grew 
The  trick  of  wedding  rhyme  to  rhyme  : 
Those  lays  might  rugged  be,  yet  full 
Of  love  was  every  earnest  line — 
Love  that  makes  all  things  beautiful. 
And  life's  most  common  things  divine. 

"  Come  !  you  must  tell  the  love  you  bear, 
And  see  my  father,  face  to  face." 
The  music  withered  from  the  air. 
Mirth  faded  from  my  eyes  apace : 

1  knew  him  not,  nor  knew  myself: 
I  stood  before  him,  but  without 

A  word  ;  no — for  a  miser's  pelf 
I  could  not  bring  a  speech  about. 

He  read  me  ;  cried,  "  I  know— she's  told 

It  all  to  me  by  this  fireside. 

And  if  your  love  prove  true  as  gold, 

She,  by-and-by,  shall  be  your  bride  ! 

You  are  an  orphan  ;  I  will  strive 

To  stand  to  you  in  parents'  stead ; 
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And  five  years  hence,  if  love  should  thrive, 
My  darling  daughter  you  shall  wed." 

My  heart  was  full  of  festive  strife 

As  by  the  glowing  fire  he  sate, 

And  called  you  in, — "  She  is  your  wife, 

But  five  years  you  must  work  and  wait !  " 

How  well  he  could  our  thoughts  divine  : 

How  happy  in  our  plighted  troth 

As  rose  he,  placed  your  hand  in  mine, 

With  "  God  Almighty  bless  you  both  !  " 

I  went  about  the  world  like  one 
Whose  labour  is  akin  to  glee  ; 
From  daisy,  upward  to  the  sun. 
Glad  thoughts  of  manhood  came  to  me  : 
I  trod,  with  pride,  the  swarthy  down, 
The  breezy  hill,  the  gloomy  glen. 
Like  prince  about  to  wear  a  crown. 
And  be  a  mighty  king  of  men. 

The  years  flew  to  their  bridal  close ! 

Then  vivid  music  in  the  air 

Of  wedding  bells ;  the  clustering  rose 

Around  your  deftly-braided  hair  : 

The  holy  rite  that  bound  your  life 

To  mine,  through  storm,  and  shine,  and  showers ; 

Sweet  children  for  the  bride,  and  wife. 

Paving  the  village  path  with  flowers  1 
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Fond  bridal  hour,  and  bridal  years 
That  followed  in  its  blissful  track, 
Unconscious  of  sad,  blinding  tears  ; 
Yet,  love,  I  would  not  call  them  back  ! 
And  times  when  sorrows  on  us  weighed, 
When  children  slept  to  wake  no  more. 
And  in  one  grassy  grave  were  laid 
Beside  that  willow-shaded  shore  ! 

And  when  the  dear  old  Farmer  bowed 
To  death, — what  sunshine  passed  away  ! 
Our  glowing  sky  became  a  cloud. 
And  lost  in  darkness  was  our  day. 
Then,  love,  new  life  you  were  to  me, 
And  whispered  in  that  year  of  dearth, — 
"  Rise  !  there's  a  land  beyond  the  sea 
.  Where  we  can  win  the  spoils  of  earth  ! " 

The  loved  farm  in  a  stranger's  hand ; 
The  quick-receding  village  past ; 
The  cliffs  that  gird  our  fatherland  ; 
Our  gallant  ship  amid  the  blast ; 
That  sad  sea-grave  for  her  who  wore 
Your  name  and  smile,  my  love,  my  own ; 
Along  the  deep  the  sudden  shore 
Where  lay  our  future  all  unknown  ; 

Like  midnight  dream  before  my  view, 
By  Memory's  hand  'tis  all  unrolled  I 
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Ah,  what's  this  realm  so  rich  and  new, 
Its  woods  of  wealth,  its  fields  of  gold. 
Its  virgin  soil,  its  runs  of  sheep  ? 
My  heart  is  far  beyond  the  roar 
Of  ocean,  where  our  children  sleep 
Beside  that  willow-shaded  shore. 

Yet  the  great  God  is  good.     Alone 
He  hath  not  left  us,  reft  by  death ; 
For,  darling,  he  hath  spared  us  one 
As  brave  as  ever  drew  a  breath ! 
Bright  boy,  I  love  him  as  my  life  I 
Hark  !  'mong  the  shearers,  far  away, 
I  hear  his  voice.     My  own  dear  wife, 
God  bless  you  !     'Tis  our  Wedding  Day. 
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The  lark  is  soaring  on  ecstatic  wing. 
And  makes  the  silence  music  ;  gently  glows 
The  sun  on  high  ;  with  dewy  flowers,  the  Spring 
Covers  the  Winter's  grave.     The  violet  blows 
In  new  sweet  purple,  and  the  pale  wild  rose 
And  cowslip  come  again ;  the  ring-dove's  dole 
And  cuckoo's  voice  deepen  the  wide  repose ; 
The  listening  woods  soft-answering  echoes  roll ; 
And  the  bright  world  without  flows  in  upon  the  soul. 
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The  lingering  snow  has  left  the  swelling  heights ; 

Bleak  Winter's  piercing  breath  is  felt  no  more ; 

Upon  the  leafless  trees  blithe  Spring  alights, 

Their  youth  and  budding  beauty  to  restore ; 

She  visits  every  vale,  and  scatters  o'er 

Its  bosom,  balmy  blossoms  steeped  in  dew ; 

The  breathing  flowers  their  vernal  sweetness  pour 

Upon  the  sylvan  air ;  high  out  of  view 

The  lyric  birds  rejoice  in  heaven's  unbounded  blue. 

Within  the  sunbeam  the  quick  insect  throng, 

In  clouds  of  murmurous  joy,  life's  little  hour 

Dance  gaily  out,  humming  their  slender  song  : 

The  bee  is  brooding  o'er  each  bloomy  bower, 

And  to  his  winning  music  every  flower 

Opens  her  fragrant  heart,  with  all  its  store 

Of  virgin  sweets  :  the  frequent,  genial  shower. 

Wreathed  with  the  rainbow,  the  broad  fields  speeds  o'er. 

Calling  the  daisies  out  to  gem  earth's  emerald  floor. 

Upon  a  thousand  hills  fair  Spring  appears  ; 
And  Spring  is  in  my  heart,  as  on  the  hills  ! 
The  glad  Past,  vocal  from  life's  opening  years. 
Breathes  in  the  breezes,  murmurs  from  the  rills,  . 
And  my  whole  being  with  its  music  thrills. 
As  on  these  turfy  heights  I,  musing,  stand, 
Swift  thought  into  a  charmed  hour  distils 
The  joy  of  many  days.     My  hopes  expand  : 
For  universal  man  a  spring  is  near  at  hand  ! 
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Across  the  lands  of  storied  fame,  and  those 

Without  a  record  upon  Glory's  scroll, 

How  long  have  swept  the  myriad  winter  woes 

Of  hate,  and  the  dire  passions  that  control, 

0r  kill,  like  frost,  the  spring-time  in  the  soul ; 

Of  wants  that  eat  into  a  nation's  core  ; 

Of  scorn  that  withers  like  a  blasting  coal 

Hissing  from  hell ;  of  tyrannies,  that  soar. 

Cloud-like,  and  with  despair  darken  earth  more  and  more. 

These  woes — this  winter  of  the  nations — soon 

Shall  pass  away,  and  to  the  wide  world  bring 

A  peaceful,  joyous,  and  eternal  June  ; 

E'en  now  as  on  the  hills  there  bloom  and  spring 

Bright  flowers,  where  late  bleak  Winter  sat  as  king. 

Clad  in  a  whirlwind  of  wild  blinding  snow; 

As  erst  where  tempests  waved  their  sombre  wing 

Athwart  heaven's  blue,  glad  suns  in  glory  glow, 

And  birds  sweet  ballads  new  sing  to  the  world  below. 


MAY-DAY. 

Sweetest  day  of  all  the  year, 

M^rry  First  of  May  is  here  ! 

Soon  the  sun  will  top  the  hill, 

And  with  golden  beauty  fill 

Vale  and  greenwood  ;  clouds  are  bright 

W^ith  predictions  of  the  light. 

That  with  fiery  hand  he  pours 
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Round  earth's  myriad-peopled  shores. 

Not  a  voice  is  on  the  breeze, 

Kissing  into  bloom  the  trees  : 

Not  a  voice  ?     Hark  I  the  red  cock 

Crows — the  farmyard's  faithful  clock  ! 

Not  a  sound  ?     The  whirring  mill 

Tells  of  labour  from  the  hill ; 

And,  behold,  the  miller  there 

Standing  at  the  door  !  his  hair 

Dusty-white  with  flying  flour. 

Silent  is  this  early  hour : 

Silent  ?     There's  the  tinkling  bell 

Telling  where  the  flocks  do  dwell ; 

There's  the  milkmaid's  simple  song, 

Singing  as  she  trips  along, 

With  her  pails  to  where  there  browse 

'Mid  the  dewy  grass  the  cows 

Deep-uddered.     Silent  ?     There's  the  bay 

Of  the  farm-dog  far  away, 

That  will  never  keep  the  peace  ; 

There's  the  clack  of  noisy  geese ; 

Twice  a  thousand  sounds  are  out ; 

And  the  ploughman's  drowsy  shout, 

Answering  the  shrill  rustic  boy, 

Gives  the  echoes  full  employ : 

Hearken  to  the  cuckoo's  cry 

>In  the  wood,  now  low,  now  high,  , 

Roaming  like  a  child  who  tells 

To  the  listening  hills  and  dells 
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"  Spring  is  come  !  "     On  dew-wet  wings 
Into  heaven  the  loud  lark  springs, 
Lifting  as  he  soars  his  lay 
Of  glad  welcome  to  the  May. 
On  this  morn  in  centuries  gone, 
Ere  the  rising  sun  had  shone. 
Men,  and  maidens  many  a  one. 
Mother,  daughter,  sire  and  son,. 
Sprung  from  slumber  light  and  sweet, 
Eager  the  May-morn  to  meet ;  ' 

Forth  they  sped,  in  quick  array, 
To  gather  in  the  bloomy  May, 
While  in  jewelled  dew  was  drest 
Every  bud  and  floweret's  breast. 
Gone  that  simple,  rural  age ; 
These  are  times  of  Science  sage  : 
Gone  the  lightly-footed  green ; 
Gone  the  rustic  May-day  queen ; 
Gone  the  May-pole  garlanded  ; 
And  the  circling  dances  led 
By  the  maid  with  wreathed  head 
To  the  music  of  a  lay, 
Ringing  with  the  fame  of  May. 
Yet  though  gone  that  elder  day 
Let  us  give  this  hour  to  joy. 
Master,  father,  girl  and  boy  : 
Come  where  speckled  thrushes  sing 
Welcome  to  the  Queen  of  Spring ; 
Where  the  elm,  and  branchy  oak, 
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Never  bowed  to  woodman's  stroke, 
Where  amid  the  heathery  brake 
Rifling  bees  their  music  make, 
And  where  violets,  on  each  gale. 
Breathe  their  sweetness  through  the  vale. 
Hoar-haired  fathers  bent  and  slow. 
Come  where  golden  gorses  grow, 
Where  the  antique  roots  around 
Pierce  with  writhing  arms  the  ground, 
Where  on  every  side  are  seen 
Mosses,  and  sight-soothing  green. 
Boys,  who  love  the  purling  brook 
Singing  down  from  nook  to  nook, 
And  the  calm  reed-girdled  stream. 
Where  the  lilies  droop  and  dream. 
Better  than  the  classic  page 
Of  the  singer  and  the  sage. 
Hasten  with  a  ringing  shout, 
For  the  cloudless  May  is  out. 
Speed,  ye  merry  trooping  girls, 
W^ith  rapt  eyes  and  flying  curls  ; 
Where  the  grass  is  freshest,  where 
Sweetest  fragrance  scents  the  air, 
Wander,  and  with  chains  of  flowers 
Bind  the  fair,  rejoicing  hours. 
'Neath  the  wildwood's  leafy  roof. 
Come,  let  not  one  keep  aloof  1 
Hearts  for  aye  are  often  won 
In  the  round  of  rustic  fun. 
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Ye  who  guide  the  waking  mind, 

Here  where  blows  the  odorous  wind, 

'Mid  the  grass  and  fairy  fern, 

A  diviner  lesson  learn, — 

Know  that  God  designed  the  wild  wood 

As  a  school  for  early  childhood  ! 

Sons  of  labour,  it  is  May  ! 

Let  this  be  a  leisure  day ; 

Bring  amid  these  fields  of  dew, 

'Neath  heaven's  broad  and  glorious  blue. 

Leisure  for  a  lingering  look 

On  the  cool  leaf-shaded  nook. 

On  the  persevering  rill 

Travelling  ever  down  the  hill. 

On  the  stream  and  waterfall 

Leaping  o'er  the  mountain's  wall 

In  a  white,  long,  daring  leap  ; 

On  the  happy  flowers  that  sleep 

In  their  own  rich  fragrance  rare  : 

Thus  ye'U  lose  your  load  of  care, 

And  return  with  gladder  heart 

To  your  life's  allotted  part. 

Confident  that  He  whose  hand 

Guards  each  blossom  in  the  land, 

Gives  to  smallest  bird  its  lay, 

And  brings  back  to  woods  the  May, 

Will  not  fail  you  till  earth's  hours 

Are  but  memories  'mid  the  bowers 

Of  the  everlasting  flowers. 
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FAIRY   NELL. 

I  STOOD  at  my  window  early  ; 

The  stars  had  gone,  one  by  one, 
And  the  eastern  sky  was  blushing 

At  sight  of  the  rising  sun. 

But  what  was  the  morning's  beauty 
To  my  heart  beset  with  fears  ? 

And  what  was  its  growing  glory 
To  my  sad  eyes  filled  with  tears  ? 

As  stood  I  the  voice  of  Nelly 

Came  clear  through  the  early  day, 

And  o'er  the  lawn  she  was  bounding 
Where  the  glist'ning  dew-drops  lay. 

She  stopped  :— then  with  upraised  finger. 

Gave  ear  to  a  lark  on  high, 
That  filled  with  glad-noted  music 

The  blue  of  the  morning  sky. 

She  listened  :— her  glad  hands  clapping. 
How  her  bright  voice  clearly  rung 

With,  "  Thank  you,  sweet  little  birdie^ 
For  the  lovely  song  you've  sung !  " 

Again  she  listened  in  silence. 

Then  again  her  clear  voice  rung, — 

"  Thanks  to  you,  sweet  little  birdie, 
For  the  lovely  song  you've  sung  ! " 
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And  shaking  her  sunny  ringlets 
To  the  wind,  with  shout  of  mirth, 

She  danced  the  happiest  being 
That  ever  set  foot  to  earth. 

Her  gladness  banished  my  sorrow. 
And  filled  my  heart  with  a  song ; 

The  fears  had  fled  that  beset  me. 
And  her  joy  had  made  me  strong. 


LATE. 

I've  stood  'neath  this  trysting  tree, 
It  was  here  he  bade  me  to  wait, 

I've  looked  till  my  heart  is  heavy  as  lead ; 
He  neyer  before  has  been  late  ! 

With  his  last  night's  kiss  on  my  lip. 

As  under  the  elm  we  sate, 
He  said,  "  Ere  sunset  the  trysting  tree  ;  " 

He  ne'er  before  has  been  late  I 

He  said,  "  My  pearl  of  hfe,  my  love, 

My  jewel  of  joy,  my  fate, 
Before  the  sun  has  gone  down,  my  dear  !  " 

He  ne'er  before  has  been  late  ! 

He  said,  "  Ere  sunset,  my  dove,  my  dear  ; " 
And  now  the  stars,  little  and  great. 

Are  out  in  the  sky  with  the  weary  moon ; 
He  never  before  has  been  late ! 
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I  stand  'neath  the  trysting  tree, 
It  was  here  he  bade  me  to  wait, 

I've  looked  till  my  heart  is  heavy  as  lead  ; 
He  never  before  has  been  late  ! 
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On  a  grassy  bank  by  the  river  side, 

Where  the  water  lilies  blow, 
I  saw  a  maid,  O  !  the  fairest  maid 
That  e'er  in  the  sunshine  cast  a  shade, 
Or  trod  the  dews  on  the  morning  green  ; 
And  she,  ere  long,  is  to  be  my  queen, 

Heigho,  bonny  boys,  row  ! 

I  rested  awhile  on  my  pliant  oars 

Where  the  water  lilies  blow. 
And  gazed  on  that  maid  so  fair  and  free  ; 
I  spoke  to  her,  and  she  spoke  to  me, 
Using  a  smile  every  word  atween  ; 
And  she,  ere  long,  is  to  be  my  queen, 

Heigho,  bonny  boys,  row  ! 

An  angel  my  rudder  then  surely  held 

To  guide  where  the  lilies  blow, 
To  meet  with  that  maid,  O  !  the  fairest  maid 
That  e'er  in  the  sunshine  cast  a  shade, 
Or  listened  to  love  on  the  twilight  green  ; 
And  she,  ere  long,  is  to  be  my  queen, 
Heigho,  bonny  boys,  row  ! 
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WELCOME,    MY    LEONARD,    MY   LOVE. 

Welcome,  my  Leonard,  my  love. 

Home  from  the  homeless  sea. 
Home  to  my  heart,  my  dove, 

Back  to  your  home  and  me. 
Welcome  from  storms,  my  brave, 

Home  to  the  homestead's  glee, 
To  the  jessamine  arbour  you  loved  so  well, 

To  the  flowers  you  love  and  to  me. 

In  the  glare  of  the  burning  noon, 

I've  stood  on  the  sand-ribbed  shore. 
And  oft,  'neath  the  bright'ning  moon, 

I've  watched  from  the  twilight  door 
Of  the  cave  that  looks  out  on  the  sea — • 

Yon  cave  with  the  rock-rugged  floor  ; 
With  a  prayer  in  my  heart,  my  Leonard,  my  love, 

I've  waited  and  watched  on  the  shore. 

There  was  never  a  delicate  shell 

That  I  drew  from  its  sandy  grave. 
But  I  questioned  its  silence  well : 

"  Thou  hast  been  where  the  mermaids  lave 
In  their  azure  gulfs  and  coral  coves ; 

Have  they  whispered  beneath  the  wave, 
Have  they  whispered  together  of  Leonard,  my  love. 

At  the  porch  of  a  pearly  cave  ?  " 
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There  was  never  a  sailor  boy 

On  the  beach,  but  I  asked  of  thee, — 
"  From  Leonard,  my  life,  my  joy, 

Dost  bring  a  message  to  me  ? 
Hast  seen  the  colours  and  sails  of  the  ship 

That  bears  him  over  the  sea  ? 
Then  tell  me,  I  charge  thee,  tell  me  all 

He  said,  and  where  he  may  be." 

\^^elcome,  my  Leonard,  my  brave. 

The  life  of  my  life,  and  dehght ; 
Welcome  the  boat  o'er  the  wave 

That  speeds  like  a  bird  in  its  flight. 
The  resolute  boat  o'er  the  wave 

That  brings  him  again  to  my  sight. 
My  Leonard,  my  darling,  up,  up  to  the  shore 

Through   the   waves'   long   splendours   of 
white. 

O  welcome,  my  life,  my  love, 

O  welcome,  my  king,  my  crown, 
O  welcome,  my  own,  my  dove. 

Back,  back  from  the  tempest's  frown. 
And  back  from  the  rocks  of  death. 

And  back  from  the  seas  that  drown ; — • 
O  welcome,  no  more  to  leave  me,  my  own. 

The  king  of  my  life  and  its  crown. 
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THE  SPEEDWELL. 

Beneath  the  roadside  edge  I  spy 
A  tiny  flower  I  love  full  well, 
Sweet  meaning  in  its  sparkling  eye, 
Sweet  music  in  its  modest  bell. 

"  Hail  speedwell  !  to  the  harp  unknown, — 
In  praise  of  thee  this  vernal  prime 
I'd  tempt  a  string  of  gentle  tone. 
And  turn  an  unassuming  rhyme. 

"Thou  choosest  not  a  lone  retreat 
In  distant  wood,  but  lov'st  to  gaze 
Abroad  where  many  treading  feet 
Pass  o'er  the  travelled  dusty  ways. 

"  Thou  hid'st  not  where  the  primrose  grows, 
Far  in  some  dim-retiring  glen, 
Nor  where  the  bashful  violet  blows. 
But  lov'st  to  watch  the  steps  of  men. 

"  When  hills  are  robed  in  virgin  green, 
And  winds  of  flowers  waft  early  news, 
I  joy  to  pluck  thy  bud  serene 
From  Spring's  wet  fingers  cold  with  dews. 

"  Bloom,  gentle  bud  !  when  worn  of  mind. 

And  tired  of  foot,  thy  tiny  bell 

Has  made  a  music  on  the  wind, — 

'  Way-weary  wand'rer,  speed  thee  well  \ ' 
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"  'Mong  roadside  grasses  lowly  born, 
Hidden  away  from  lofty  eyes, 
While  some  neglect,  and  others  scorn, 
The  lessons  of  thy  life  I  prize. 

"  In  thee,  though  wildest  flower  that  blows, 
There  is  a  wisdom  that  transcends 
The  bounded  reach  of  thought  that  goes 
The  trodden  road  of  means  and  ends." 


TO    MAY. 

Robed  in  all  sweetest  flowers,  hail,  laughing  May  ! 

We  haste  to  greet  thee  on  the  primrosed  lea, 

Where  buds  with  fragrant  breath  have  sighed  for  thee ; 

Where  birds  have  called  thee  from  each  balmy  spray, 

And  sung  thy  praise  in  many  a  new  bright  lay 

To  weeping  April ;  where  each  resdess  tree, 

Drest  in  fresh  green,  has  murmured  eagerly 

From  thousand  leafy  lips,  "  O  come  my  way  ;  " 

And  longed  for  thee  has  every  breeze— to  bear 

About  the  happy  world  thy  music  fair. 

Hail,  lyric  May  1  as  singest  thou  along 

Take  April's  tears,  and,  like  a  wreath  of  pearls. 

Bind  them  around  thy  brow  those  flowers  among, 

Whose  blushes  brighten  'mid  thy  sunbeam  curls  ! 
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In  England's  temple  of  the  mighty  dead 

Grey  with  millennial  memories,  'mid  hushed  throng 

Mournful,  I  stood  beside  the  grave  that  took 

From  tawny  Africa  the  noble  dust 

Of  him,  its  friend  ;  the  clarion  of  its  wrongs  ; 

Who  won  its  love,  and  on  its  bosom  died. 

O  man,  in  whom  the  missionary  shamed 
To  reverence  ribaldry  ;  hero  who  passed 
The  trackless  Kalahari  ;  and  where  wise 
Europe  had  written  desert  found  a  land 
Of  swarthy  nations  'mid  their  fertile  fields  ! 
A  realm  of  floating  palm  and  baobab  vast, 
Strong-boughed ;  of  fairy  antelope,  gazelle, 
And  varied  life  that  shuns  a  human  eye. 

Through  pauseless  perils  toiled  he  without  pause  i 
Serpent  and  couchant  lion,  ravaging  fly, 
'J'all  hostile  grasses,  fever-breathing  pools, 
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Inevitable-fixed  the  will  to  read 

The  riddle  of  the  Nile,  and  through  the  dark 

Continent  make  a  pathway  for  the  Sun. 

Zambesi's  Falls  are  vocal  with  his  name, 
And  clear  it  fluctuates  in  Nyassa's  waves  ! 
Beyond  Chambezi,  Bangweoli  told 
To  Kamolondo  of  his  mirrored  face. 
And  Tanganyika  smiled  his  proud  smile  back — 
Lacustrine  seas  rejoicing  to  be  found  ! 

O  heart,  victorious  over  failing  feet, 
Till,  at  Ilala,  in  his  midnight  hut. 
He  struggled  to  his  knees  and  vanquished  Death, 
And  o'er  it  rose  into  the  light  of  God. 

O  dear  to  Africa  !     He  wrote  its  wrongs 
Into  the  knowledge  of  the  world.     What  hate 
Fired  his  calm  words  against  the  bandits  base, 
Hunters  of  men,  with  panic  in  their  van. 
And  ruin,  famine,  silence  in  their  track, — 
The  slaver's  crop  of  men  and  infamy  ! 
Those  hunted  nations  worn  with  war  and  flight. 
Craving  for  one  to  give  them  peace  and  rest. 
In  this  man,  modest-speaking,  spelt  a  Friend, 
And  read  the  Gospel  in  his  daily  life. 
He  trusted  them,  and  so  they  trusted  him. 
Till,  never  failing  them,  love  answered  love  ; 
His  character  e'en  greater  than  his  deeds. 
And  he  grew  to  them  only  less  than  God. 
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So  when  he  passed,  their  arms  fond,  faithful  bore 
The  precious  burthen  through  the  weary  months, 
Till  the  large  water  to  the  bearers  gleamed  ! 
And,  as  sweet  voices  sang  the  blessed  dead, 
In  the  grey  Abbey,  'mong  the  honoured  hands 
That  held  the  pall,  was  one  who  o'er  the  sea 
The  guardian  of  the  treasured  dust  had  come  ; 
At  sight  of  that  dusk  face  all  felt  'twas  well — 
It  answered  for  a  continent  of  friends. 
And  thus  entombed  amid  the  deathless  dead 
Was  Livingstone. 

O  Africa  !  his  name, 
Thy  morning  star,  is  prophet  of  the  dawn 
When  the  one  music  of  thy  multitudes 
Shall  reach  the  shore  where  angels  sing,  and  they 
Shall  in  thy  joy  rejoice  that  night  has  fled, 
And  Christ  the  day  is  thine  eternal  light. 
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Plain  Lincoln,  homespun  patriot,  gravely  gay, 
Of  anecdotal  humour,  honour  white, 
Thine,  honest  ruler,  stern  till  death  to  keep 
Thy  country's  unity,  and,  quick  with  hope, 
To  change  its  boast  of  freedom  into  truth. 
Thy  valiant  pen  wrote  dusky  millions  free  ! 
Thy  grand  simplicity,  heart-nobleness, 
Most  luminous  grew  as  neared  the  sudden  doom — - 
The  shot  that  martyred  thee  to  endless  fame  I 
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CHILDREN. 

Blessings  upon  the  men — they  are  not  few — 

Who  quick  with  sympathy  and  wise  to  plan 

Have  reared  the  refuge  for  the  outcast  child, 

And  orphanage  for  those  who  only  know 

A  father  by  his  loss  !     O  fair  the  fame 

Of  Reed,  father  of  many  charities  ! 

And  strong  his  faith,  whose  houses  in  the  West — 

Huge  barracks  of  benevolence — receive 

And  rear  their  thousands  for  the  fight  of  Hfe. 

Tis  well,  yet  not  divine  :  the  solitary 

God  sets  in  families.     The  home  he  writes 

Child's  place,  and  needed  most  by  the  forlorn. 

Give  bread  and  book ;  but  the  neglected  heart 

Pines  for  a  heart  on  which  to  spend  itself. 

The  individuality  that  makes 

Home  various-beautiful  is  lost  in  crowds, 

The  characters  one-patterned  as  the  coats. 

There  lost  the  bond  of  family  that  binds 

The  child  to  child  ;  the  common  memories  missed 

That  link  together  after-parted  lives. 

O  well  when  Charity  is  wise,  and  works 

Harmonious  with  the  laws  that  Heaven  has  writ 

In  the  child-nature  and  the  heart  of  man  ! 

Birds  love  the  sun, -its- earliest  beam  and  last, 
Shunning  the  shade,  to  feel  what  warmth  there  dreams 
From  the  pale  wintry  orb.     The  plover,  see, 
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Golden,  as  evening  clothes  the  lower  heights, 

Following  the  latest  light  up  to  the  ridge 

Radiant, — there  catching  from  its  couch  of  waves 

Day's  dying  smile.     Joy-bringer  is  the  light 

To  child  as  well  as  bird.     What  bliss  to  roam 

The  fields  in  summer  ;  wreathe  the  daisy  chain  ; 

Scatter  the  easy  hay  ;  the  poppy  cull — 

A  useless  brilliance  'mid  the  useful  gold 

Of  harvest ;  lie  and  watch  the  gliding  clouds  ; 

Hear  the  heaven-soaring  lark,  a  speck  of  song  ; 

The  insect  chirp  ;  the  bee  from  flower  to  flower  ! 

It  hums  in  many  a  moral,  many  a  song. 

Anacreon  sang  it.     But  till  Sprengel's  eye 

Questioned,  who  guessed  the  wonder  of  its  work  ? 

Apostle  of  rich  colour,  odour  rare. 

Unconscious  tidings  from  the  silent  flower 

Bearing  to  blooming  neighbours,  scattering  one 

Into  another  and  enriching  all ! 

How  near  us  are  the  wonders  of  a  God  ! 

The  humblest  flower-bell  chimes  the  marvellous  ; 

The  tiniest  insect  is  a  citizen 

Of  a  God-founded  city,  ruled  by  laws 

Divine,  and  living  out  a  guided  life. 

O  rosy-healthful  is  the  country  child. 
Free  of  the  fields  !     His  daily-noted  map 
The  lichened  rocks,  the  forest,  and  the  stream 
In  which  he  loves  to  wade,  on  which  to  float 
The  knife-shaped  coracle  that  quickly  finds 
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Its  harbour  in  the  shallows  I     Much  is  missed 
By  child  that  knows  not  of  the  country's  green 
Beauty,  rich  summers,  winters  splendid-white, 
The  variegated  labour  crowned  with  sheaves, 
The  folded  creatures  looking  up  to  man 
With  trustfulness,  and  silence  lost  in  song 
Of  tuneful  voices  singing  day  awake. 
Vocal  till  dusk ;  then,  nested  in  content, 
Chirping  their  satisfaction  to  the  stars. 

Children  are  quick  to  nature  ;  quick  to  hear 
The  happy  language  of  the  stars,  the  flowers. 
The  waters.     When  far  wandering  in  the  woods 
Their  hearts  are  hushed  at  whispers  from  the  trees, 
A  sudden  silence  falls  upon  their  glee 
Erst-echoing  through  the  living  corridors  ; 
Scattered,  they  draw  together  eagerly. 
And  into  courage  talk  the  heart  again 
That  felt  the  creeping  of  disdained  fear. 
Then  soul  is  conscious  of  itself —the  child 
Awakens  to  its  immortality. 
The  searching  loneliness  ;  the  impulses, 
Hopes,  joys,  fears,  wonder  !  treasure-hours  wherein 
Belief  in  immortality  finds  firm 
Assurance  ere  down  breaks  tempestuous  life 
On  placid  childhood.     Science,  deaf  to  aught 
Save  its  own  wisdom,  hears  no  voice  divine 
Amid  the  hush  of  twilight-glooming  trees, 
In  the  sea- roaring,  and  from  all  the  stars. 
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For  it  Imagination  is  denied 
Its  proper  function,  inner  eye  to  see 
And  ear  to  hear  the  ever-active  God, 
Whose  life  is  all  the  movement,  loveliness, 
The  mystery  and  glory  of  the  world. 

Unlearnt  by  him  the  alphabet  of  life 
Who  has  no  sympathy  with  childhood's  glee. 
Man's  best  estate  is  only  life  at  play. 
In  Eden  our  beginners  knew  no  stress 
Of  toil,  no  pain,  no  future-darkening  cloud ; 
The  rounding  days  were  holy  merriment, 
A  reverential  gladness,  play  sublime. 
Harmonious  with  the  spheral  melodies. 
And  man  that  sinks  into  the  little  child. 
The  child  at  home  with  the  great  Father,  finds 
His  nobler,  only  happy  manhood  there  ; 
A  man  with  men,  because  with  God  a  child. 
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How  much  of  England's  history  sails  the  sea ! 
From  the  bold  days  when  showed  the  kingly  Queen 
That  one  great  soul  can  make  all  others  great. 
From  Frobisher  to  Franklin,  battling  cold 
And  death  in  the  white  north.     O  floating  fame 
Upon  all  waters  and  beneath  each  star  ! 
The  sea  is  in  our  ballads  and  our  songs. 
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And  in  the  heart  of  every  EngHshman. 
And  in  my  heart  the  ocean  that  was  love 
By  him  who  is  not,  and  by  those  who  are — 
The  child,  the  children — evermore  my  own. 

The  shore  is  Nature's  playground  for  the  child, 
Prepared  of  old,  as  novel  as  the  day, 
And  never-wearying  with  its  choice  of  charms. 
What  pleasure  to  the  eye  in  far-off  ships 
Along  the  line  where  mingle  sea  and  sky, 
Moving  with  all  their  mystery  of  name. 
Nation,  crew,  freight,  and  haven  :  in  the  pulse 
Of  ocean  mathematic  ;  in  the  glow 
Of  the  o'er-arching  heaven  ;  and  in  the  hues 
Of  happy  splendour  on  the  rocks  that  take 
The  sun  and  wear  its  beauty  like  a  robe  ! 
How  busy  were  the  hands  to  cull  the  stones 
Of  brightest  vein,  and  shells  of  loveliest  whorl. 
And  busy  rosy  feet  that  plashed  the  pools 
Translucent.     Keen  the  joy  to  dare  the  wave. 
And  fly  before  its  scattered  kisses  cold ! 
What  eager  industry,  the  mimic  fort 
To  build,  and  mark  the  stealthy-coming  foe 
That  gathered  courage  strengthening  as  it  came. 
Till  quaked  and  melted  sand  into  the  sand, 
And  the  long  labour  out  of  sight  was  lost 
In  billowy  moment.     Glad  the  eye  to  watch 
The  wary  shrimper  driving,  like  a  plough, 
His  net  through  ocean-marge,  intent  to  take 
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The  flirting  fish  diminutive,  desired, 

A  savoury  relish  for  man's  hghter  meal. 

Joyful  the  meeting  on  the  windy  heights  ; 

The  groups  of  friendship  ranged  upon  the  grass  ; 

Suggestion  sweet  of  that  far  upland  green. 

Where  the  strong  hands  of  Christ  keen  hunger  tamed 

To  satisfaction  ! — bright  the  after  sport. 

Till  in  the  fields  of  twilight  bloomed  the  stars, 

And  toiled  the  happy  little  pilgrims  home. 

Those  days  of  rest  and  sportive  industry, 

With  fairy  tales  of  Danish  Andersen, 

And  children's  songs  that  oped  and  shut  the  day. 

And  common  supplication  for  the  men 

That  worked  a-field,  and  the  imperilled  sons 

Of  England  labouring  on  the  infinite  sea  ! 
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In  her  rosy  beauty. 

In  her  silent  pride, 
Proud  of  sailor  lover 

Walked  she  him  beside, 
Happy  village  maiden, 

Soon  to  be  his  bride. 

Dressed  in  weeds  of  widow, 
In  the  setting  sun, 


54  THE  HELMSMAlsr. 

Sat  a  white-haired  woman, 
Looking  out  for  one 

Whose  last  voyage  was  over, 
Whose  last  day  was  done. 

'Twas  the  rosy  maiden 
(All  the  roses  fled). 

Who  by  sailor  lover 

Had  been  won  and  wed, 

In  whose  heart  love's  roses 
Never  would  be  dead. 
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Terror  stormed  from  sky  and  sea  : 
Nothing  could  the  barque  o'erwhelm  ; 

Brave,  I  said,  the  man  must  be, 

Wise  and  brave  that  holds  the  helm. 

Climbed  I  to  the  deck :  sea,  sky, 
Mingled  in  dark  heaving  realm ; 

But,  as  roared  the  peril  by, 
'Twas  an  angel  at  the  helm ! 
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MY    COUNTRY. 


My  Country  !  fickle  as  the  uncertain  sea 

In  which  thou'rt  set  thy  cHmate.     But  thou'st  reared 

A  hardy  race  :  a  Motherland  art  thou, 

Thy  children,  with  thy  language  on  their  lips, 

Upbuilding  other  Britains  round  the  world. 

And  in  this  spot  of  earth,  this  storm-blown  isle, 

How  large  the  bead-roll  of  illustrious  sons 

Who've  writ  and  sung  thy  language  into  fame  ! 

Here  Genius  varied  as  thy  varied  clime. 

Thy  spring  went  into  Chaucer's  soul,  and  he 

^ings  still  his  vital,  ever-vernal  strain. 

The  daisy  on  his  breast,  and  in  his  eyes 

Unconscious  dawnlight.     Peerless  Shakespeare  drew 

The  freshness  of  thy  rain-baptized  year 

Into  his  affluent  universal  page  : 

And  he  of  Rydal,  singing  sage,  is  voice 

Of  thy  stern  mountains  and  romantic  meres. 

Through  Cowper's  verse  there  glows  the  sinuous  Ouse  ; 

And  Bunyan's  landscapes  are  in  Bedfordshire. 

My  land,  thy  very  fickleness  appears 

In  the  variety  of  thy  character 

Within  thy  many  shires.     Dear  land  of  hills 

And  smiling  valleys,  of  granitic  peaks 

And  meadows  green,  white  cliffs  and  anthracite 

Hard-hewn  from  the  black  under -world,  stern  heaths 

And  pleasant  woodlands,  and,  encircling  all. 

The  never-changing,  ever-changing  sea. 
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hAna  and  bAna. 

"  Bein  Hana  wa  Bana  Rah  Lahana. 


Arab  Proverb. 


Two  wives  an  Arab  chieftain  had — 
The  worse  for  him  !  and  they 

Were,  ruled  by  different  fancies,  sad 
About  his  beard  of  grey. 

The  one  would  have  it  wholly  black, 
The  other  wholly  white  ; 

Each  saw  in  it  a  grievous  lack. 
And  each  would  set  it  right. 

The  youthful  Bana  wished  her  lord 
To  show  a  younger  face  ; 

While  Hana,  blest  with  age,  adored 
A  venerable  grace. 

So  one  plucked  out  the  hairs  of  black. 
And  one  the  hairs  of  grey. 

Till  sat  he  in  disgraceful  lack. 
His  beard  all  plucked  away. 

And  hence  the  Arab  proverb  sprung 
From  that  poor  chief  bereft, 

"  'Tween  Hana  old  and  Bana  young. 
None  of  our  beard  is  left." 
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MISS    MARTIN'S    FAN. 

O  LISTEN,  all  ye  ladies  young, 

O  listen,  ladies  old 
(If  such  there  be),  while  I  a  tale 

Of  courtesy  unfold. 

Fierce-branding  was  the  summer  heat 
'Twas  quiet  Sunday,  too  j 

And  summer  Sundays  can  be  hot 
Within  a  crowded  pew. 

The  church  was  full  of  worshippers  : 
In  gown  and  snowy  bands 

The  preacher  rose,  and  raised  in  prayer 
His  reverential  hands. 

He  spoke  ;  'twas  easier  far  to  speak 
Than  hear  in  such  a  heat ; 

And  some  there  were,  like  Eutychus, 
Who  napped — yet  kept  their  seat. 

O  buzz  of  unsabbatic  flies  ! 

O  boom  of  wandering  bee  ! 
But,  calm  as  sculpture,  in  her  pew 

Miss  Mary  Martin  see. 

Her  age  you  ask  ?     I  beg  you  here 

Be  ignorance  allowed, — 
For  after  thirty  woman's  age 

Is  always  in  a  cloud. 
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Beside  her,  bolt  upright,  there  sat 

Good,  easy  Mr.  Sharp, 
Who  loved  a  sermon  quite  as  much 

As  harper  loves  a  harp. 

But  now  'twas  all  in  vain — o'ercome 

By  sudden  flush  of  heat 
The  world  swooned  off,  and  left  him  there 

Like  corpse  upon  his  seat. 

Miss  Martin  saw  the  change ;  at  once 
The  courage  in  her  rose, — 

How  often  'tis  an  accident 

The  character  that  shows  1 

She  loosed  the  cloth  about  his  neck, 

Then  eagerly  began 
To  use  upon  his  silent  face 

Her  wonder-working  fan. 

One  thought  was  in  her  stedfast  eye. 

And  in  her  busy  hand. 
And  to  her  joy  she  slowly  back 

To  life  her  neighbour  fanned. 

She  little  knew  that  Farmer  Ford 
(He  sat  some  pews  behind) 

Had  watched  her  with  attentive  eye 
And  all-admiring  mind. 

O  desolation  in  his  heart ! 
At  home  a  vacant  chair  1 
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And  by  his  side  a  vacant  seat 
Within  the  house  of  prayer. 

The  grass  was  green  upon  the  grave 

That  held  his  half  of  life, 
And  daily  more  and  more  was  missed 

The  angel— once  his  wife. 

Now,  seeing  woman's  kindliness 

Win  man  from  fainting  back, 
He  keenlier  felt  his  loneliness 

And  matrimonial  lack. 

"  I  come  and  go, — who  cares  for  me  ?  " 

He  mused,  "  forlorn  my  life  : 
O  would  that  I  were  Mr.  Sharp, 

With  that  devoted  wife  !  " 

The  sermon  spoken  to  the  ear 

Went  little  heeded  by, 
But  deep  into  his  bosom  sunk 

That  sermon  to  the  eye. 

And  was  that  Mrs.  Sharp  ?     If  not ! 

The  thought  was  like  a  dart 
That  pierced  with  sudden  ecstasy 

The  farmer's  eager  heart. 

O  if  that  gracious  heroine 

Is  Mrs.  Sharp  I     But  no,— 
The  farmer,  angry  at  the  thought 

Bids  it,  instanter,  go. 
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How  very  slow  the  sermon  !  how 
Oppressive  was  the  heat ! 

To  have  about  one's  face  her  fan 
Were  very,  very  sweet. 

At  last  the  sermon  ended  ;  streamed 
'i'he  people  from  the  church ; 

And  anxious  Farmer  Ford  addressed 
A  friend  within  the  porch  : 

"  Poor  Mr.  Sharp  !  kind  Mrs.  Sharp  !  " 
"  No,  no  !  "  his  friend  broke  in, 

Before  the  hesitating  man 

His  speech  could  scarce  begin. 

O  glad  of  heart  was  Farmer  Ford 

x^rrested  thus  to  be  ; 
He  learned  the  news  he  longed  to  know, 

And  joyful  man  was  he. 

Enough,  enough  !     Ere  Monday  noon 
He'd  found  Miss  Martin  out. 

How  strangely  matrimonial  life 
Is  often  brought  about ! 

He  told  his  tale — the  old,  old  tale. 
The  earnest-hearted  man  : 

And  in  the  sudden  heat  she  used 
Upon  herself  the  fan  ! 

Not  many  moons  had  rolled,  when  he, 
As  happy  as  a  king. 


THE   CAPITAL.  6i 

Led  her  into  the  Paradise, 

Within  the  wedding  ring. 

O  long,  long  live  good  Farmer  Ford, 

The  happy-hearted  man  ! 
And  long  his  valiant  spouse  who  won 

A  husband  by  a  fan  ! 
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Welcome  the  city  with  its  swarming  life  ! 
A  land  of  hamlets  ne'er  had  made  the  name 
Of  P^ngland  mighty  round  the  world.     O  chief 
Of  cities — capital  of  virtue,  vice  ! 
Great  world  of  which  the  wonder  ever  grows  ! 

There  Toil  is  passionate  for  wealth  ;  scant  room 
For  Conscience — fortune  good,  however  won. 
E'en  Justice  softens  at  a  golden  wrong  : 
The  robber  of  a  thousand  trustful  homes 
Escaping  oft  through  meshes  of  the  law, 
While  the  small  thief  is  preached  into  the  gaol. 

City  of  Fashion  I     Life  a  summer  dream  : 
Man  only  senses  ;  heroes  glimmering  ghosts 
Within  the  fading  realm  of  far  Romance  ; 
Duty  shrunk  down  to  ceremonious  call. 
The  maddest  novel,  and  the  broadest  play  ! 
As  stream  from  hill  to  vale,  so  Pleasure  rolls, 
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Till  in  its  widening  current  all  are  caught. 
Pursuit  is  easy  when  the  rich  pursue. 
But  ne'er  in  violent  joys  is  found  the  bliss 
That  sings  in  memory  like  a  voice  of  Heaven. 
The  promises  of  vice  are  never  kept : 
Morning  condemns  the  night ;  and  to  escape 
The  recognition  of  their  folly,  fools 
Drivel  and  madden  in  a  new  debauch. 

Behind  the  mansion  cowers  the  hovel.     There, 
Squalid  and  thirsty,  crowds  the  human  herd, 
Where  only,  'mid  the  wretchedness  they  make, 
Gay-guilty  taverns  flaunt  in  licensed  light. 

Countless  the  homes  of  mercy  I     Strong  disease 
And  stronger  vice  have  ready  refuges. 
Wise  hands,  brave  hearts  innumerous  that  toil 
Beneficent !     His  blessing  on  them  all, 
Syrian  physician,  Godhead  in  the  Man  ! 
Divine  philanthropist  !     The  loving  Christ 
That  scattered  healing  \  deeds  to  be  the  seeds 
Of  thousand  thousand  homes  of  charity, 
And  myriad  myriad  lives  of  tenderness 
That  live  for  others,  heedless  of  themselves. 

Was  the  fair  city  of  the  violet  crown 
The  eye  of  Greece  ?     This  is  of  all  the  earth. 
Hence  arts  and  science  glance  to  every  clime. 
Words  foolish,  wise,  from  the  ne'er-silent  Press 
Hence  speak  into  the  universal  ear. 


THE  SINGER.  63 

And  to  the  imperial  voice  that  hence  commands 

Colonial  Britains  loyally  attend, 

And  hoary  Himalaya  wakes  to  hear, 

Then  slumbers  back  into  her  ancient  dream. 

Day  done,  the  wearied  citizen  escapes 
Into  the  city's  mighty  belt  of  green, 
To  breathe  the  rural-lingering  air  and  rest. 
There  longing  ears,  and  welcome-shining  eyes  ! 
And  lips  expectant  of  the  evening  kiss  ! 
The  man  renews  his  youth  in  home's  young  smile, 
'Mid  the  green  fields  where  God  the  daisy  builds. 

Calm  world !  life's  pleasant  twilight  home  for  men, 
Veterans  in  labour  who,  life's  labour  o'er. 
Are  not  too  old  to  cultivate  a  rose. 
To  criticise  the  conduct  of  the  world. 
To  set  its  sovereigns  and  its  statesmen  right 
In  hot  peremptory  comment,  morn  by  morn. 
To  wrangle  for  the  gospel  like  a  Jew 
Over  his  gems  against  detracting  voice, 
Nor  hesitant  against  the  worsening  world 
The  awful  "  mene  tekel "  to  pronounce. 


THE  SINGER. 

It  was  a  mighty  song  he  sung  : 
The  ages  caught  it  from  his  tongue 
And  sung  it  glad  and  free. 
From  sea  to  sea. 
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But  the  great  singer  inly  sighed,- 
"  I  had  a  thought,  alas  it  died  ! 
Words  are  the  shroud  of  things, 
They  are  the  kings." 

But  yet  he  sang  :  "  My  heart  would  break 
Did  not  my  voice  at  times  awake. 
But  O  the  songs  unsung 
That  find  no  tongue  !  " 

J.  L. 

Though  bowed  with  age  bright  youth  was  in  his  eye 

Crisp  words  emphatic  on  his  ready  lip, 

He  spake  like  man  accustomed  to  command, 

To  rule  by  yielding,  rigid  in  a  will 

That  won  its  way  by  patience.     Toil  outlived. 

He  smiled  upon  a  world  that  smiled  on  him. 

What  need  of  conflict  when  the  fight  is  won  ? 

With  cheerful  courtesy  he  was  the  host, 

And  shrank  not  idly  into  senile  chair. 

Never  too  old  for  hospitality, 

Never  too  old  to  smile  upon  a  child, 

Never  too  old  for  gratitude.     He  kept 

Silence,  but  knew  to  flash  into  a  phrase — 

Flame  of  a  soul  that  was  a  hidden  fire. 

His  speech  was  clean  of  murmuring — all  was  well. 

And  constant  Providence  was  more  than  kind. 

So,  cheerful  as  a  child  that  hastens  home. 

He  went  the  lighted  pathway  into  heaven. 
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THE    CUCKOO. 

O  !  LISTEN  to  the  cuckoo's  note 

From  yonder  wood  that  tells 
Sweet  Spring  is  back  again,  with  all 

Her  dewy  buds  and  bells. 

When  April  pours  the  greening  shower, 
And  shines  with  boundless  beam, 

We  hear  the  dream-like  voice,  and  know 
That  Spring  is  not  a  dream. 

In  May  he  sings  a  steady  song : 

Then  shortened  is  his  tune, 
For  joy  amid  the  roses  sweet 

And  bountiful  of  June  ! 

And  when  the  green  wheat  laughs  to  gold. 

Soft  sounds  his  parting  lay, 
And  he  to  other  realms  with  Spring 

Contented  steals  away. 

O  welcome  bird  of  wandering  voice, 

Thyself  but  seldom  seen. 
Thou  livest  in  a  lovely  world 

Of  everlasting  green  ! 

And  must  thou  leave  at  length  ?     Depart  ! 

In  far-oif  regions  sing, 
For  well  we  know  thou'lt  come  again, 

And  bring  us  back  the  Spring  ! 
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THE    VILLAGE    TAILOR. 

The  village  tailor  now  is  old, 

He  walks  on  feeble  feet, 
Yet  often  you  may  see  him  pass 

Adown  the  village  street. 
But  when  he  nears  the  creaking  sign 

He  steps  across  the  road. 
As  if  a  cruel  ghost  within 

"  The  Saracen  "  abode. 

For  twenty  years  his  ready  song 

Within  that  tavern  rung, 
And  loud  the  unsteady  chorus  rose 

To  many  a  song  he  sung. 
And  at  his  merry  quips  and  jokes 

The  butcher  smote  his  thighs, 
And  e'en  the  stately  landlord  laughed 

Till  tears  were  in  his  eyes. 

Sad  years  at  home — dependent  mouths 

Were  famished  oft  for  bread. 
And  little  children  paled  to  hear 

His  deprecated  tread  : 
Years  when  his  shirt  had  nothing  left 

But  collar  at  the  neck, 
And  he  had  shrunken  from  a  man 

Into  a  reeling  wreck. 
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Dark  years  :  then  to  himself  he  came, 

A  sober  life  began  : 
And  village  wonder  gathered  round 

The  strangely-altered  man, 
And  many  a  rural  prophet  shook 

His  head,  and  said,  "  I  think 
Before  another  moon  you'll  see 

James  ready  for  the  drink  !  " 

No,  never  ready  !     Months  crept  on 

And  lost  themselves  in  years, 
And  vanquished  was  the  appetite 

By  countless  prayers  and  tears. 
And  from  the  wall  looked  down  the  vow 

Enclosed  in  simple  frame  : 
His  name  was  there  !  and  angels  saw 

In  it  a  hero's  name. 

'Mid  comfort  moves  his  lowly  life, 

He  sings  a  sober  song  ; 
But  O  !  the  selfish-ruined  years 

Wherein  he  wrought  such  wrong  ! 
So  when  he  nears  the  creaking  sign 

He  steps  across  the  street. 
As  dreading  bitter  enemy 

From  out  that  house  to  meet. 

"  'Tis  not  enough,"  he  says,  "  to  pray, 
Except  you  watch  as  well ; 
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And  I— I  fear  the  fire  that  burnt 
Me  Hke  the  fire  of  hell  !  " 

Thus  watchful  walks  the  tailor  old, 
With  wisdom  for  his  guide, 

And,  all  unseen  by  men,  with  strong. 
Pure  angels  at  his  side  ! 
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I  KNOW  a  stream  among  the  hills 

That  through  the  peat-moss  glides. 
That  glistens  o'er  the  gleaming  sand. 

And  round  the  boulder  slides  : 
That  sees  the  grasses  on  the  banks, 

That  hears  the  children's  glee. 
And,  hindered  or  unhindered,  seeks 

The  everlasting  sea. 

Another  stream  I  know  !     The  stream 

Of  life  that,  day  by  day, 
'Neath  cloud  or  sunshine  ever  seeks 

The  ocean  far  away. 
That  stream  I  know :  yet  little  know 

Where  it  shall  cease  to  be, 
And  when  its  waters  will  be  lost 

In  the  eternal  sea  I 
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Another  friend  has  vanished  from  the  night 

Of  fleeting  Time  into  the  eternal  Hght. 

True  friend  !     Though  many  years  between  us  rolled 

And  white  his  head  to  me  he  was  not  old  ; — 

Love  through  all  barriers  can  to  friendship  draw 

The  old  and  young  by  its  magnetic  law. 

What  life  was  his — what  energy  to  plan  ; 
In  all  he  did  how  seen  the  vital  man. 
He  knew  the  bough  with  its  conspicuous  fruit 
Is  but  the  offspring  of  the  hidden  root ; 
So  everything,  the  least,  was  truly  done  : 
The  end  oft. reached  ere  others  had  begun. 

'Unknown  was  fear,  he  stood  on  firmest  feet, 
And  never  men  a  readier  man  might  meet ; 
His  eye  was  courage  and  his  voice  was  power — 
Much  had  he  learnt,  but  never  learnt  to  cower, 
And,  self-reHant,  to  the  utmost  length 
Of  all  he  did  streamed  out  his  fullest  strength. 

Frank  truth  was  he  ;  no  secret  e'er  betrayed ; 

Bold  to  reprove,  yet  ever  prompt  to  aid ; 

With  common  sense  uncommon,  homage  came 

In  local  honour  to  his  honest  name  : 

Men  felt  the  man,  and  looking  to  him  said, 

"  Lead,  lead  the  way,"  and  they  by  him  were  led, 
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How  fresh  his  phrase,  how  strong  with  truth,  how  apt ; 
Word   kindled   word,    and   thought    by   thought   was 

capped ; 
Not  rich  in  learning  of  the  schools,  yet  he 
Into  much  varied  knowledge  entered  free, 
Could  wisely  speak  of  what  he  little  knew, 
And  to  all  labyrinths  seemed  to  hold  a  clue. 

Of  all  things  spoke  he  well,  best  of  the  best ; 
Beyond  the  clouds  his  daily  hopes  had  rest  : 
Though  not  despised  the  praises  man  could  give, 
His  constant  aim  was  in  God's  praise  to  live ; 
Unbribed,  unawed  by  human  fame  or  frown. 
He  was  a  cleric  though  without  the  gown. 

Each  Sabbath  morning  found  him  on  his  way 
To  distant  village  'mid  the  hills  that  lay, 
Well-pondered  messages  of  heaven  to  bear 
To  hearts  of  stone,  or  sorrow,  or  despair  ; 
Those  kindly-piercing  words  !  plain  yet  refined. 
By  proverbs  quaint  oft  nailed  into  the  mind. 

But  now  the  eyes,  once  glad  to  see  him,  dim,     ' 
Grow  with  sad  tears  at  the  mere  thought  of  him  ! 
His  rest  is  gained,  a  welcome  rest  to  one 
Who  toiled  till  death  and  left  no  task  undone. 
My  friend !  O  joy  in  other  worlds  to  see 
That  face  that  always  sunshine  was  to  me  ! 
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THE    TOUCH    OF    RESCUE. 

The  fire  was  master  !     How  the  flame 
From  every  window  broke, 

Like  flashing  sword,  with  deadly  aim, 
From  out  its  sheath  of  smoke  1 

And,  in  the  vast  one-hearted  crowd, 
A  speechless  horror  spoke  ! 

To  topmost  window-sill  a  man 

Clung — hands  like  hooks  of  steel ! 

O,  who  can  tell  his  thoughts  ?  who  can 
His  heart's  strong  prayer  reveal  ? 
Himself  2i  prayer,  as  hanging  there 
Where  mortal  cannot  kneel ! 

The  ladder  reared,  a  rescuer  brave 
Up  through  the  smoky  gloom 

Climbed,  the  imperilled  man  to  save 
From  edge  of  fiery  tomb  — 

To  save  an  all-imperilled  man 

For  whom  the  world  had  room  ! 

The  fireman  cried  in  accents  clear 
And  loud.     No  answer  came. 

And  must  that  man,  deliverance  near, 
Be  eaten  of  the  flame  ? 

"  Fall,  fall,"  the  cry  ;  but  no  reply 
Of  blessing  or  of  blame. 
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The  ladder  could  not  reach  him.     Failed 

His  ear  to  catch  the  cry, 
No  heart  below  but  inly  quailed  ; 

And  wet  was  many  an  eye  ; 
Alas,  alas,  wMth  rescue  near, 

lliat  he  that  death  should  die  ! 

"  Deaf  mute  is  he  !  "  said  one.     The  word 
Caught  up  from  hundreds  broke. 

"  Deaf  mute,  deaf  mute  !  "  the  fireman  heard 
It  high  amid  the  smoke. 

Now  what  to  do  ?     His  hand  must  speak 
As  ne'er  before  it  spoke. 

A-tiptoe  can  he  reach  the  man  ? 

He  stood  at  straining  height. 
The  helpless  dangling  foot  he  can 

Just  touch  with  fingers  light. 
Enough  !     The  lorn  man  knew  he  need 

Not  perish  in  the  night  ! 

Enough  !     His  hands  unloose  their  hold. 

Saved  !     How  he  cannot  tell  ! 
Oh  !  many,  many  hearts  that  rolled 

The  news  that  all  was  well ! 
Like  ocean's  glee,  that  human  sea 

Of  gladness  in  its  swell ! 

J|t  Tic-  *  ^  5|f 

It  is  not  words  the  wretched  need 
Round  whom  destruction  rolls  ! 
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It  is  the  touch  of  loving  deed  ! 

And  this,  between  the  poles, 
Where  words  are  air,  can  from  despair 

To  joy  save  human  souls  ! 


THE    VOW. 

Across  white  hills  of  winter  as  we  went. 
The  keen  stars  watching  us,  the  horses  slow, 
My  one  companion  spoke  from  out  his  life 
The  story  of  his  ne'er-forgotten  vow. 

"  Almighty  Father  !  "  so  I  made  my  vow, 

"  Almighty  Father,  I  will  part  with  all 

The  gold  I've  made  in  these  ten  golden  years. 

And  sink  among  the  poorest — bear  a  bag 

Of  coal  upon  my  back  from  door  to  door. 

And  past  the  door  above  which  shines  my  name, 

If  only  Thou  wilt  save  from  out  the  hell 

Of  Drink  in  which  his  soul  is  being  lost 

My  father  !  " 

That  my  vow  :  'twas  heard  in  heaven. 
Saved  was  my  father — saved  ;  my  joy  no  tongue 
Could  tell  :  in  peace,  clear  from  his  curse,  his  face 
Set  towards  the  better  home,  two  years  he  lived, 
And  then,  clasped  in  my  arms,  in  peace  he  died. 
And  as  we  bore  the  body  to  the  grave 
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One  word  alone  was  ringing  in  my  soul, 

As  if  an  angel  sang  it  from  the  skies, 

As  if  he  sang  it  from  the  blessed  gate — 

"  Saved  !  "     And  with  that  my  heart  was  comforted. 

But  God  required  that  I  should  keep  my  vow. 

All  things  went  wrong  with  me.     Cloud  after  cloud 

Settled  upon  my  business,  loss  on  loss. 

When  I  bought  largely  markets  quickly  fell, 

When  I  bought  cautiously  they  quickly  rose ; 

My  servants  robbed  me — one  beyond  the  rest 

Of  half  a  thousand  pounds,  and  then  he  fled. 

And  I  at  last  was  broken.     Dark  the  days, 

But  calm  through  all  my  spirit ;  calm  and  glad 

To  keep  the  solemn  vow,  though  not  indeed 

To  its  sad  uttermost :  but  all  was  well.   . 

Friends  rallied  to  me  in  the  depth  of  need. 

And,  after  struggle  long  and  sharp,  returned 

Prosperity,  and  brighter  than  before : 

But  in  the  darkness  there  had  shone  a  light. 

And  gladdened  was  my  sorrow  with  a  song. 

As  if  an  angel  sang  it  from  the  skies, 

As  \{  he  sang  it  from  the  blessed  gate — 

"  Saved  !  "     And  my  heart  was  more  than  comforted. 
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MARRIAGE    BELLS. 

"  My  little  woman,  what's  your  thought  ? 

(A  bonnie  child  was  she), 
Serene  and  beautiful  the  eyes 

At  once  that  turned  to  me. 
"  I  was  a-thinking  then,"  she  said, 

"  Who  would  my  husband  be." 

I  caught  her  up  into  my  arms, 

The  sweetest  child  alive ; 
And  wondered  who  the  boy,  some  day. 

As  husband  to  arrive  ; 
I  fondled  her,  and  she  her  doll ; 

(Her  age  was  only  five). 

With  dreaming  eye  I  saw  the  far 

As  if  it  was  the  near  : 
A  bride  !  and  in  the  blooming  face 

The  little  child's  appear  ; 
And  bells  !  her  distant  marriage-bells 

Were  music  in  mine  ear. 

It  came  and  went  and  came  ;  then  died 

Into  a  nobler  chime. 
I  knew  (my  heart  declared)  those  bells 

Were  from  some  other  clime  : 
Glad  bells  by  angels  pealed  !  in  realms 

Beyond  these  realms  of  Time  ! 
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THE    WEAVER    OF    PEACE. 

Weaver  of  peace  !  a  pleasant  phrase 
For  women  in  old  Saxon  days, 
Telling  of  vvork  more  beautiful 
Than  any  in  the  flax  or  wool. 

And  still,  with  gentle  heart,  and  word 
In  which  the  gentle  heart  is  heard. 
She  weaves,  though  ages  since  have  run 
The  various-minded  house  in  one. 

The  cares  of  others  all  her  own 
She  makes,  forgetting  self  alone ; 
Their  joy  is  hers,  with  them  she  grieves. 
And  thus  all  hearts  together  weaves. 

Blest  home  that  knows  her  silent  skill  ! 

The  ageing  husband,  lover  still. 

The  children  kindred  more  than  birth 

Can  make  them — home  the  heaven  of  earth. 

O  happy  she  !  and  happy  they 
For  whom  she  labours  day  by  day, 
Weaving,  as  only  woman  can, 
Peace  in  the  loom  of  love  for  man. 
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ST.  CUTHBERT'S  WAY. 

The  holy  Cuthbert  in  his  boat  was  saiHng 

Along  the  coast  of  Fife. 
A  furious  tempest  rose  :  his  comrades,  quailing, 

Were  trembling  for  their  life. 

The  blinding  snow-storm,  dazzling  eye,  and  chiUing 

To  uselessness  each  hand. 
Drove  the  poor  crew  (the  boat  with  water  filling) 

To  the  mist-shrouded  land. 

In  their  distress  they  murmured  to  each  other, 
"  No  way  the  dark  sea  o'er  ; 

And  every  road  the  dreadful  snow-drifts  smother 
Along  or  from  the  shore." 

"  There's  still  the  way  of  heaven  !  "  good  Cuthbert, 
cheerful. 

In  highest  wisdom  wise, 
Answered   his   storm-drenched  comrades,  sad   and 
fearful ; 

"  That  ever  open  lies  !  " 

Ay,  that  is  always  open,  though  all  others 

May  closed  against  us  be ; 
Saint  Cuthbert's  way  of  old,  and,  baffled  brothers  ! 

The  way  for  you  and  me  ! 
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JOHN  RICHARD  GREEN. 

How  many  read  a  book,  nor  think 
That  Hfe-blood  mingled  with  the  ink. 

His  was  such  sacred  ink  who — past— 
Is  death-revealed  to  all  at  last. 

What  battle  his  against  disease  ! 
What  victory  o'er  the  love  of  ease  ! 

What  labour  wrought  'mid  failing  breath, 
And  'neath  the  heavy  wings  of  Death  ! 

A  patriot  true,  he  loved  -to  trace 
The  story  of  our  English  race. 

With  knowledge — ready  guide  —to  lead 
Back  to  our  glories  in  the  seed  ; 

To  point  the  slowly-widening  way 

By  which  our  fame  has  reached  to-day. 

Much  more  he  could  have  writ !     But  then 
He  had  himself  been  less  to  men. 

He  died — and  now  all  men  can  see 
How  great  a  book  a  man  may  be  ! 


PIECES     FOR     CHILDREN, 


THE  ROSE. 

What  a  teacher  is  the  rose  ! 
Silently  it  buds  and  blows ; 
Not  a  word  to  beg  an  eye 
To  behold  it,  passing  by. 

In  the  sunshine  it  is  glad, 
Never  in  the  darkness  sad ; 
Patient  waits  for  morning  light. 
Breathing  sweetness  through  the  night. 

Happy  those  who  like  it  bloom,    . 
Silent,  sweet,  in  sun  and  gloom. 
And  when  night  around  them  flows — 
What  a  teacher  is  the  rose  ! 


THE  IRON  HORSE. 

Strong  is  the  Iron  Horse — so  strong 
That  carriages  twenty  it  drags  along  ; 
Is  the  weather  fine,  or  the  weather  rough  ? 
What  matters  !  it's  off  with  a  puff,  puff,  puff ! 
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Along  the  iron  road  it  goes, 
When  the  sky  is  dark,  and  the  tempest  blows  ; 
O  its  heart  is  made  of  right  good  stuff ; — 
It  laughs  to  the  storm  with  a  puff,  puff,  puff ! 

It  goes  to  the  north  and  it  goes  to  the  south, 
And  water's  the  drink  of  its  thirsty  mouth  ; 
And  it  always  stops  when  it's  had  enough. 
And  is  off  again  with  a  puff,  puff,  puff ! 

It  goes  to  the  east  and  it  goes  to  the  west, 
And  carries  fire  in  its  loving  breast. 
And  glad  are  its  words  though  its  voice  is  gruff, 
And  it  shouts  its  joy  with  a  puff,  puff,  puff! 

It  carries  the  timid,  it  carries  the  bold, 

It  carries  the  young  man,  it  carries  the  old, 

The  tender  child  and  the  sailor  tough. 

It  welcomes  them  all  with  a  puff,  puff,  puff! 

Three  cheers  for  the  horse  so  swift  and  true  ! 
Three  cheers  for  the  men  that  drive  it  too  ! 
May  no  danger  touch  it  so  blithe  and  bluff. 
As  it  goes  and  comes  with  a  puff,  puff,  puff ! 


THE    ARROW. 

See  the  arrow  flying  fast  ! 

Will  it  come  back  ?     Never  ! 
Never  to  the  archer's  hand, 

Never  to  the  quiver. 
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Arrow-like  is  every  day  : 

Use  thy  best  endeavour, 
It  will  never  come  again, 

It  is  gone  for  ever  ! 


Wisely  use  it  as  it  flies  ; 

Then,  though  coming  never, 
Thou  shalt  find  it  in  the  skies, 

To  thy  joy  for  ever  ! 


THE    RILL    AND  THE    CHILD. 

LiTTL?:  Rill,  where  are  you  going  ? 

Going  to  the  sea. 
Where  the  many,  many  waters 

Always  long  to  be. 
And  amid  the  mighty  billows 

There  is  room  for  me  ! 

Litde  Child,  where  are  you  going  ? 

Far  across  the  sea, 
'I'o  the  bright  and  wondrous  country 

Of  Eternity, 
And  amid  its  happy  people 

There  is  room  for  me  ! 
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THE    DAISIES'    SONG. 

Rooted  in  the  green  we  view 
Evermore  the  sunny  blue ; 
Green  around  and  blue  above ; 
Beautiful  are  both  with  love. 

What  have  we  to  do  at  night 
But  to  sleep  and  wait  for  light  ? 
What  when  day's  again  begun 
But  to  love  anew  the  sun  ? 

Rain  may  come — it  cannot  harm  \ 
Storms  may  break — they  don't  alarm  ; 
Friendly  both,  though  sometimes  rough- 
Do  us  good,  and  that's  enough ! 

Crowned  with  gold,  in  silver  clad, 
It  were  wrong  not  to  be  glad  ; 
Wrong  to  doubt  the  faithful  Friend 
Who  will  clothe  us  to  the  end. 

In  the  birds'  song  we  rejoice  : 
But  a  child's  song  is  our  choice  ; 
And  we  love  to  hear  it  say — 
"  Daisy,  come  with  me  to-day.'' 
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EACH    ONE   SING. 

When  in  woodlands  blooms  the  Spring, 

0  the  voices  sweet  that  sing  ! 
Not  the  birds  of  famous  note 
Only,  but  each  humble  throat 

Pours  its  song 
To  its  King  ! 

Sparrow  does  not  say,  "  I  dare 
Not  to  chirp  my  music  where 
Blackbird's  nobler  voice  is  heard  ; 

1  am  but  a  lowly  bird  ; 

It  were  wrong 
Here  to  sing  !  " 

Blackbird  does  not  sadly  say, 
"  I  must  silent  be  to-day, 
For  the  splendid  nightingale 
Sends  his  music  through  the  vale. 

Noblest  bird 

Of  the  spring  !  " 

Each  bird  sings  !     'Tis  well  if  we 
Learn  from  tenants  of  the  tree  ! 
While  exults  the  choral  throng, 
Let  the  humblest  raise  his  song ! 

Each  be  heard  ! 

Each  one  sing  ! 
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THE    RAIN    ON   THE    PANE. 

O,  HOW  the  rain 

Beats  on  the  pane  ! 
O,  how  it  patters  ! 
O,  how  it  clatters  ! 

What  can  the  rain 

Say  to  the  pane  ? 

Hark  !  through  the  pane 

Whispers  the  rain  : 
"  Down  from  the  cloudland, 
Down  to  this  loud  land, 

Business  and  mirth, 

Bring  me  to  earth  ! 

"  Glad  I'm  to  shower 

Life  in  the  flower. 
Green  in  the  woodland, 
Make  it  a  good  land. 

And  to  renew 

Meadows  for  you  !  " 

So  as  the  rain 

Beats  on  the  pane, 
So  as  it  patters, 
So  as  it  clatters, 

That's  what  the  rain 

Says  through  the  pane. 
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EYES   TELL   TALES. 

Yes,  many  a  tale  1     The  angry  soul 
Fierce  flashes  from  the  eye, 

As  when  the  lightnings  flame  across 
A  wild  and  cloudy  sky  : 

The  heart  of  courage  shines  in  glance 
That  ne'er  at  danger  quails, 

And  men  in  admiration  cry, 
"  Eyes  tell  tales  !  " 

Ay,  many  a  tale  !     The  evil  eye 

Of  cruelty  and  spite  ! 
The  eye  of  Cain  when  raised  the  hand 

His  brother  fond  to  smite  ! 
The  eye  of  Judas  when  with  kiss 

The  gracious  Lord  he  hails 

And  gives  to  death  !     'Tis  true  indeed 

"  Eyes  tell  tales  !  " 

Yes,  tales  beyond  our  count !     Within 
The  merry-gleaming  eye 

What  dance  of  sunshine  beautiful 
As  from  a  happy  sky  ! 

And  heart  that  loves  cannot  be  hid, 
It  in  the  face  prevails 

With  silent  speech  of  love  divine  ; — 
"  Eyes  tell  tales  !  " 
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They  are  the  window  of  the  soul, 

Through  which  it  looks  and  gives 

News  of  the  world  invisible 
That  in  the  bosom  lives. 

Then  have  a  soul  of  joy  and  truth, 
Of  love  that  never  fails, 

That  all  of  you  may  gladly  say, 
"  Eyes  tell  tales  !  " 


WILLIE   JOY. 

Upon  the  sportive  village  green 

A  lighter-hearted  boy 
Was  never  heard,  and  never  seen, 

Than  little  WiUie  Joy. 

And  as  for  hours,  his  toys  among, 
Beside  his  widowed  mother 

He  sat,  and  hummed  his  simple  song, 
O  where  was  such  another  ? 

He  stood,  one  eve,  beside  her  knee. 
Her  hand  was  on  his  head ; 

He  gazed  upon  her  eagerly, 
And  listened  as  she  read. 

She  told,  that  widowed  mother  told, 
The  child  of  her  delight. 

Of  him  who,  in  the  years  of  old. 
Heard  God  speak  in  the  night  : 
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Who  thought  it  was  the  voice  of  man, 

And  made  a  swift  reply, 
As  to  the  great  high  priest  he  ran, 

''  Thou  calledst ;  here  am  I  !  " 

But  found  it  was  the  voice  Divine ; 

And  soon,  in  rapt  delight. 
Held  intercourse  with  God,  within 

The  chambers  of  the  night. 

From  sacred  page  to  mother's  face 

The  eyes  of  Willie  went, 
Filled  with  the  glad  and  artless  grace 

To  happy  childhood  lent. 

And  when  the  pictured  page  was  shut, 

He  knelt  with  quiet  air. 
His  little  hands  together  put. 

And  prayed  his  little  prayer. 

They  slept :  she  dreamt : — a  glory  flowed 

Down,  bright  as  golden  flame. 
It  reached  from  heaven,  a  dazzling  road 

By  which  the  angels  came. 

One,  brighter  than  his  brethren,  woke 

Sweet  Willie  with  a  word. 
Such  word  as  never  mortal  spoke. 

And  never  mortal  heard  ! 

Soft  voices  in  the  silence  sing ; 
As  Wiflie  opes  his  eyes 
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The  angels  rise  on  starry  wing, 
To  bear  him  to  the  skies. 

Up,  up  beyond  the  farthest  star 
She  goes,  her  eyes  on  him, 

Till  every  sun  and  moon  are  far 
Below,  or  lost,  or  dim. 

His  voice  is  ever  on  her  ear ; 

Up,  up  their  way  they  hold ; 
At  last  the  gates  of  pearl  appear. 

They  tread  the  streets  of  gold. 

He  hastens  to  the  throne  of  light ; 

Bends  low,  and  hfts  the  cry — 
"  Thou  calledst  me,  within  the  night, 

And,  Father,  here  am  I  !  " 

And  then — the  blissful  vision  died ; 

The  morning's  springing  beam 
Was  in  the  east ;  she  woke  and  cried, 

"  How  sweet,  how  strange  a  dream  ! " 

A  dream  ?     Ne'er  'mong  his  toys  was  seen 

Again  that  merry  boy  ; 
And  never  more  upon  the  green 

Laughed  little  Willie  Joy  ! 

And  through  the  mother's  coming  years 
She  had  sweet  vision  true — 

Her  darling,  glorious  through  her  tears. 
For  ever  in  her  view. 


THE  FINE-WEATHER   SAILOR  89 


THE    FINE-WEATHER   SAILOR. 

It  was  a  bright  and  merry  boy 

That  by  me  walked  and  ran  ; 
I  asked  him  what  he'd  like  to  be 
When  he  became  a  man, — 
He  smiled  up  in  my  face  and  said, 

As  we  walked  on  together, 

"  A  sailor  I  should  like  to  be. 

But  only  in  fine  weather." 

Fine  weather  ! — child,  remember  this, — 

That  he  who  sails  the  wave 
Must  hear  the  thunder  of  the  deep. 

And  oft  the  tempest  brave ; 
The  calm,  the  storm,  the  rough,  the  fine. 

Are  ever  mixed  together. 
And  he  must  stop  at  home  who'd  be 
A  sailor  in  fine  weather. 

And  so  it  is  with  life,  my  child  ; 

On  land  as  on  the  sea. 
We  have  the  storm  as  well  as  shine. 

The  grief  as  well  as  glee ; 
We  April  have  as  well  as  June, 
Sweet  gains  and  also  losses. 
And  e'en  the  Queen  must  have  them  both- 
A  crown  and  also  crosses. 
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There  is  a  better  world  than  this 

Beyond  the  sea  of  Time, 
Perchance  through  many  a  tempest  wild 

We  go  to  that  bright  clime : 
But  though  for  us  through  life  the  calm 

And  storm  be  mixed  together, 
If  Christ  sail  with  us  we  are  safe, 
E'en  through  the  roughest  weather. 


A   CHILD'S   GOOD-NIGHT. 

Beautiful  birds,  in  your  mossy  nest, 
Hidden  in  hedge  and  in  tree  from  sight, 

God  keep  you  safe  in  your  gentle  rest  ! 

I  too  must  sleep  now.     Good-night !  good-night ! 

Beautiful  flowers  in  the  garden  and  mead, 
That  love  to  look  up  to  the  skies  of  light, 

I  am  sure  you  must  all  be  weary  indeed  ; 

Your  eyes  are  all  closing.    Good-night  !  good-night ! 

Beautiful  world,  with  your  waters  fair, 

Your  trees  of  green,  and  your  clouds  of  white, 

Your  golden  sunshine  and  balmy  air, 

Good-bye  for  a  while.     Good-night !  good-night ! 

Father  and  mother  and  sisters  fond, 
And  brothers  dear,  may  your  dreams  be  bright, 
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And  friends  in  this  land  and  the  seas  beyond, 

May  God  bless  you  all  !     Good-night !  good-night ! 

Sailors  and  fishermen  out  on  the  sea, 
Widows  and  orphans  in  sad,  sad  plight, 

To  each  may  Jesus  a  Comforter  be^ — 

A  Comforter  now  !     Good-night !  good-night ! 


POEMS   ON    SACRED   SUBJECTS. 


ENOCH. 

How  many  a  father,  when  he  takes  his  child, 

His  first-born,  with  its  innocent,  helpless  charms. 

Into  his  fond  but  unaccustomed  arms, 

Feels,  as  he  never  felt  before,  defiled, — 

Unworthy  of  such  purity, — exiled, 

And  self-exiled  from  the  great  Father  !     Some, 

Led  by  the  unconscious  little  one,  have  come 

Home  to  their  Father  from  the  sinful  wild. 

Henceforth  to  be  His  glad,  obedient  sons. 

And  was  it  thus  with  Enoch  when  the  road 

Of  sin  familiar  he  determined  shuns 

To  walk  with  God  ?     High,  pure  the  path  he  trod, 

For  after  he  begat  (the  record  runs) 

His  first-born  son  it  was  he  walked  with  God 

♦  — 
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TERAH    IN    HARAN. 

You  wonder  here  to  see  me  ?    Well,  it  is  a  story  strange ; 
I  thought  to  die  where  I  was  born,  in  Ur,  that  city  fair, 
And  where  I  lived  two  hundred  years  through  many  a 

chance  and  change  ; 
And  oft  had  said,  "  My  father's  grave  his  son's  dust  too 

will  bear." 

In  Ur  I  prospered,  making  gods  of  clay,  wood,  silver, 

gold; 
Good  symbols  all  of  Him  to  whom  men  clasp  the  hands 

and  pray  : 
An  honourable  toil  it  was,  and  paid  me  well — till  old, 
I,  on  a  sudden,  found  myself,  my  black  hair  lost  in  grey. 

My  name  was  blown  abroad  ;  they  came  from  far  and 

near  to  buy. 
Among  the  city  elders,  too,  at  last  I  took  my  seat ; 
The  young  men  all  regarded  me  with  reverential  eye. 
And  honour  from  Ur's  honoured  men  {that  came  to  me) 
(       was  sweet. 

Two  hundred  years — it  seemed  a  day !    I  to  my  business 

kept. 
Why  not  ?     The  gold  an  old  man  earns  is  gold  whate'er 

they  say. 
But  on  a  sudden  spoke  The  Voice  to  Abram  as  he  slept : 
It  bade  him— bade  us  all — from  Ur  to  regions  far  away. 
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I   knew  that  he  had  heard  The  Voice  that  never   can 

deceive, 
That  rules  the  stars  divine  above,  and  all  the  world  below  ; 
I  knew  it  from  his  look  and  tone,  so  ready  was  to  leave 
The  city  that  I  loved,  and  forth  on  pilgrimage  to  go. 

Ah,  pilgrimage  too   long   for   me  !    I    found    two   days 

enough. 
I  could  not  bear  another  day,  for  I  am  old  and  weak  : 
I   cannot   do   as   others   would,    and    cross   the   desert 

rough ; 
When  I  am  gone,  then  Abram  may  his  foreign  country 

seek. 

If  I  were  young  ! — but  I  am  old  ;  in  Haran  I  remain. 
I  stand  to  that.     I'll  have  my  will,  and  no  more  further 

roam. 
And  did  he  hear  The  Voice  ?     'Tis  strange  it  ne'er  has 

spoke  again. 
Old  ?  not  so  very.     Perhaps  this  place  for  long  may  be 

my  home. 


ESAU    AT    THE    GRAVE    OF    ISAAC. 

Strange,  nevermore  to  see  his  face  ! 
('Tis  just  a  morning  for  the  chase  !) 
Dead?     No — I  cannot  think  him  dead. 
I  feel  his  hand  upon  my  head 
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As  when  a  boy  beside  his  knee, 

A-sharpening  arrows  as  I  stood 

Against  the  birds  in  field  and  wood — 

Hand  ever,  only  kind  to  me. 

A  boy,  a  man,  at  once  I  seem : 

O  !  which  am  I  ?  are  both  a  dream  ? 

It  is  no  dream  that  he  at  last 
Has  to  the  dreamless  silence  past  ! 
Here — was  it  only  yesterday 
Him  dead  among  the  dead  to  lay 
We  came,  a  vast  and  solemn  crowd. 
With  lamentations  long  and  loud. 
And  not  a  louder  voice  than  mine, 
And  left  him  in  this  cave  to  sleep, 
As  long  as  yonder  sun  shall  shine. 
Or  goats  upon  the  mountains  leap  ? 

0  father,  father,  when  I  die, 
'Tis  by  thy  side  I  fain  would  lie  ! 

Then  shall  I  quiet  be  ;  till  then 
The  fury  of  the  chase  for  me  ! 

1  never  could  a  shepherd  be, 

A  lamb  to  nurse,  the  flock  to  pen, 
A  prisoner  'mid  the  tents  of  men. 

I  never  had  a  better  friend 
Than  he,  and  shall  not  to  my  end ; 
He  father,  mother  was  in  one. 
And  worthy  of  a  better  son. 
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It  was  his  joy  to  hear  me  tell 

How  I  had  slain  the  fleet  gazelle, 

How  I  the  leopard,  lion  snared. 

And  hurled  the  spear  that  never  spared, 

And  drew  the  bow  that  well  could  smite 

Swift  creatures  in  their  swiftest  flight. 

It  was  his  aged  joy  to  eat 

With  happy  haste  my  savoury  meat ; 

He  had  a  palate  keen  and  wise. 

No  more  !     For  ever  closed  his  ear  ; 

The  dark  of  death  is  in  his  eyes ; 

He  knows  not  that  his  Esau's  near. 

He  meant  for  me  the  birthright — meant- 
Though  baffled  by  the  base  event. 

It  was  but  little  that  I  lost, 
The  sting  of  it  was  being  crost, — 
Outwitted  by  a  brother, — one 
Who  was  my  father's,  mother's  son. 

Poor,  crafty  Jacob  !  always  craft ! 
He  made  a  mystery  where  was  none ; 
He  lived  and  moved  as  in  a  cloud 
That  never  melts  into  the  sun  : — 
Sly — ever — even  slily  laughed  ! 

He  won  the  birthright — little  won  ! 
For  very  life  he  had  to  flee 
Afar,  a  hireling  long  to  be  : 
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Then  that  return  !     I  pity  felt, 
My  anger  did  in  mercy  melt. 

One  blood  is  in  us — so  I  ran 

And  kissed  the  brother  in  the  man. 

I  saw  him,  trembling,  through  my  tears, 

And  heard  him  with  relenting  ears. 

And  felt  how  noble  'tis  to  live 

When  one  can  a  great  wrong  forgive  ! 

He  won  :  and  yet  I  cannot  see 
That  what  he  won  was  loss  to  me. 
I  am  a  Prince,  an  army  mine  ; 
A  kingdom  grows  around  my  sword  : 
The  Hivites  flee  before  my  face  ; 
I  have  my  pleasure  in  the  chase. 
Now  hunting  men,  now  hunting  beasts. 
Be  Jacob  numbered  'mong  the  priests 
And  prophets  who  receive  divine 
Communications  from  the  Lord. 
Let  him  and  others  dreamers  be  : 
I  live  for  what  these  eyes  can  see  : 
This  happy  Earth's  enough  for  me ! 

There  !     What  a  grand  gazelle  !     I'll  slay  ! 
I've  wept  enough  !     Away — away  ! 
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Gen.  xlix.  21. 

As  weary  Jacob  waited 

Expectant  of  his  sons 
From  Egypt,  with  the  needed  corn, 
Behold  I  upon  that  golden  morn 

A  man  who  fleetly  runs. 

Twas  Naphtali  who  hastened, 

And,  ere  the  rest  arrived, 

Poured  into  Jacob's  wondering  ears 

Sweet  news,  to  wrestle  with  his  fears 

How  Joseph  still  survived. 

When  Jacob  lay  a-dying, 
At  sight  of  Naphtali 
The  memory  of  that  past  returned. 
The  runner  was  again  discerned, 
As  in  the  hour  gone  by. 

Then  thus  his  father  blest  him  : 
"  Like  hind  'mong  mountain  herds 

Outstripping  all,  art  thou,  my  son ; 

Thou  didst  thy  brethren  all  outrun, 
Thou  broughtest  goodly  words  !  " 

So  often  to  the  dying 

Comes  cheeringly  the  sight 
Of  one  by  whom  the  heart  was  stirred, 
Who  spake  long  since  the  goodly  word 
That  made  life's  darkness  light. 
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Few — 
And  evil  all  my  days — fleet  as  the  dew. 
It  is  in  sorrow  that  we  farthest  see 
Into  the  days  gone  by  and  days  to  be. 
The  past  !     I  was  a  child  of  destiny  : 
Why  so  impatient  then  ?     Why  snatch  a  prize 
That  would  have  dropped  to  me  ?     Ah,  mother,  why 
Draw  me  to  that  which  drove  me  from  thine  eyes, 
That  parted  brothers,  made  us  enemies  ? 
I  wronged  him,  and  have  suffered  for  it.     He 
By  Jabbok  brook  was  generosity  : 
Forgave  me  all— but  I  had  wronged  him — so 
We  ne'er  could  be  as  in  the  long  ago. 
That  is  sin's  curse— it  leaves  a  stain — a  stain 
That  the  soiled  memory  ever  must  retain, 
E'en  though  forgiven  here  !     O  sin  abhorred, 
In  the  great  future  to  be  done  away  ! — 
For  that  salvation  am  I  waiting,  Lord. 

The  wrong — the  wrong  I  did  !     Deceived,  I've  learned 

The  injustice  of  deception  :  then  discerned 

The  wrong  we've  done  when  we're  by  others  wronged — • 

Hard  Laban  and  my  Joseph's  lying  coat ! 

And  yet  I  to  my  father's  God  belonged. 

He  opened  heaven  to  me  at  Luz — the  night 

Was  glory,  and  the  consolation  smote 

My  woe,  and  in  His  love  my  life  was  light. 
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Light  often  clouded  :  sometimes  wholly  hid — 
When  Reuben  wandered,  and  when  Simeon  slew, 
And  when  my  darling's  coat  dropt  blood,  then  slid 
My  heart  to  deeps  that  only  darkness  knew. 

0  wounds  at  home — and  by  sin's  sharpest  sword  ! 
For  Thy  salvation  have  I  waited,  Lord. 

1  won  the  birthright :  what  the  right  ?     To  wait : 
To  live  by  hope  into  the  years  to  be  ; 

To  walk  by  faith- — for  here  I  ne'er  shall  see 
Fulfilled  the  promises  exceeding  great 
And  glorious  that  shall  crown  futurity 
When  Shiloh  comes  and  all  the  peoples  rest 
Gathered  to  Him,  in  Him  for  ever  blest. 

O  life — when  I  no  longer  self-abhorred  : 
For  Thy  salvation  am  I  waiting.  Lord. 


THE    FINDING    OF    MOSES. 

There  is  a  story  in  the  Midrash  written, 

A  Hebrew  legend  hoar, 
Of  one,  with  leprosy's  corruption  smitten. 

By  the  Nile*s  rustling  shore. 

It  was  Thermuthis  :  proud  and  royal  maiden. 

But  gentle  in  her  pride ; 
E'en  like  the  poorest  with  her  sorrow  laden, 

And  dark  death  at  her  side. 
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A  princess,  but  a  leper  !     Gems  of  glory 
Could  not  lost  health  restore ; 

There  came  physicians,  skilled  in  wisdom  hoary, 
But,  baffled,  left  the  door. 

O  stately  palace  !  robes  of  costly  splendour 

To  charm  a  royal  eye  ! 
Servants  whose  hearts,  as  well  as  hands,  attend  her  ; 

And  must  Thermuthis  die  ? 

Hope  had  no  smile  for  her. — "  Bathe  in  the  river  !  " 
A  wise  man  said — "  The  Nile, — 

It  is  a  god,  perchance  it  may  deliver." 

She  smiled  at  Hope's  sweet  smile. 

Day  after  day  she  bathed,  but  grew  no  better. 

Her  sorrow  daily  grew  ; 
The  future  tight'ning  round  her  like  a  fetter. 

Her  sky  no  spot  of  blue. 

r~^  One  morn,  with  sad,  slow  steps,  and  eyes  down- 

gazing. 

She  walked  the  river  side. 
When  suddenly  she  paused,  her  eyes  up-raising. 
For  something  she  had  spied. 

It  was  a  tiny  coffer  in  the  water, 

Half  hidden  'mong  the  reeds  ; 

"Bring,  bring  it  me  !  "  spake  out  King  Pharaoh's 
daughter : 

Each  maiden  (juickly  speeds. 
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The  Princess,  eager-hearted,  eager-handed, 
The  closed  lid  opened  wide  ; 

Within — a  beauteous  babe  thus  strangely  landed. 
And  bitterly  it  cried. 

Compassion    filled    her.       With    fond    words    and 
speeches 

She  sought  its  tears  to  stay ; 
And  then  her  hand — sad,  leprous  hand! — out-reaches 

Its  tears  to  wipe  away. 

She  touched  the  babe,  and — instantaneous  wonder — 

Her  leprosy  had  fled  ! 
The  present  from  the  past  was  put  asunder. 

And  her  great  grief  was  dead. 

She   touched — was   healed !      So   dear    that    little 
stranger. 

She  henceforth  called  him  son ; 
Herself  and  him  she  thus  from  deadly  danger 
By  deed  of  kindness  won. 

Such  is  the  story  in  the  Midrash,  written 

From  age  to  age  anew  ; 
In  thine  own  life,  O  thou  with  sorrow  smitten. 

Prove  this  old  legend  true ! 

Forget  thyself,  console  the  sadness  near  thee — 
Thine  own  shall  then  depart, 

And  songs  of  joy,  like  heavenly  birds,  shall  cheer  thee, 
And  dwell  within  thy  heart ! 
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MOSES  AND  THE  LAMB. 

How  easy  for  the  lamb  to  stray, 
And  easiest  in  the  sunny  day  1 
Far  out  beyond  the  shepherd's  tent 
That  fooHsh  Httle  wanderer  went. 

Its  plaintive  bleat  rose  on  the  air  : 
'Twas  heard  by  Moses  at  his  prayer 
Amid  the  desert  solitude  : 
At  once  the  wanderer  he  pursued. 

O'er  burning  sands,  round  mountains'  base. 
He  gave  the  frightened  creature  chase  : 
But,  as  he  sped,  it  sped  as  though 
Escaping  from  a  cruel  foe. 

-^  , -J  At  length  it  trembles  in  his  arms  : 

He  into  peace  its  terror  charms  ; — 
"  My  lamb,  hast  thou  thy  friend  forgot  ? 
Thy  truest  good  thou  knowest  not : 

"  'Twas  from  thy  shepherd  thou  didst  haste 
Away  into  the  desert  waste  ;  " — 
Gently  he  all  its  fears  controlled. 
And  bore  it  back  into  the  fold. 

Then  from  the  heavenly  heights  The  Voice 
Divine  proclaimed  the  Almighty's  choice ; — 
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"  So  tender  to  the  lamb  is  he  ! 

This  man  shall  Israel's  shepherd  be  !  " 

Such  is  the  lovely  legend  told 
To  present  times  from  times  of  old, 
And  with  sweet  meanings  ever  new 
For  those  to  lowly  duties  true. 


THE  DYING  MEMORIES  OF  MIRIAM. 

O  THE  long  past  scenes  that  rise 
To  the  dying  Miriam's  eyes  ! 

Visions  of  the  glorious  hour 
When  was  broken  Egypt's  power, 
i\s  on  the  victorious  shore 
Lay  the  warriors,  conflict  o'er, 
Terrible  to  man  no  more  : 
And  the  song  of  God  arose, 
Miriam's  triumph  o'er  their  foes. 

O  the  long  past  scenes  that  rise 
To  the  dying  Miriam's  eyes  ! 

Visions  loathsome  with  disgrace, 
Leprosy  upon  her  face. 
When,  a  leper  foul,  she  went 
To  her  awful  banishment ; 

Till  her  brother's  prayer  prevailed, 
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Moses,  by  her  words  assailed, 
How  before  her  God  she  quailed  ! 

O  the  long  past  scenes  that  rise 
To  the  dying  Miriam's  eyes  ! 

Visions  of  the  princess  grand, 
.    Pointing  with  her  jewelled  hand 
To  the  little  floating  chest 
Wherein  lay  the  baby  blest. 
Whom  while  fondly  she  caressed 
Homeward  Miriam  ran, — "  To  thee, 
Mother,  joy  !     God's  finger  see  ! 
You  are  baby's  nurse  to  be  !  " 

0  the  visions  that  arise 

To  the  dying  Miriam's  eyes  ! 

To  the  silent  prophetess 
Moses  gives  a  last  caress  : 
"  I  am  Moses,  sister  mine," 
And  he  seeks  a  parting  sign. 

"  Moses  !  "  cries  she, — "  O  the  joy  ! 
Princess  weeps  to  see  him  weep  : 
Mother,  we  shall  darling  keep  ; 

1  will  help  to  nurse  the  boy  ! " 

Thus  at  Kadesh  Miriam  died, 
Moses  weeping  by  her  side  ! 
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CALEB'S  EPITAPH. 

Hero  of  faith  amid  a  faithless  race  : 

With  zeal  that  questioned  not,  nor  made  delay, 

Through  life,  the  heavenly  voices  to  obey  : 

And  in  old  age,  young  to  his  latest  day. 

Obedient,  plunged  in  fight  as  into  play. 

While  died  the  foe  before  him  in  dismay : 

And  then  in  Canaan  for  bright  hoar-haired  space 

Who  rested  in  his  promised,  vanquished  place, 

Till,  earth  death-dimmed,  he  saw  the  Unveiled  Face, 

Passed  to  the  Canaan  ne'er  to  pass  away  ! 


THE    HEBREW   MAID. 

"  'Tis  Naaman's  chariot !  "     All  the  house 

Ran  crowding  to  the  door. 
How  comes  the  husband^ — master — back. 

The  anxious  journey  o'er  ? 
Is  he  for  all  his  toil  and  hope 

A  leper  as  before  ? 

Proudly  the  horses  tossed  their  heads, 
Good  news  the  soldiers  smiled, 

The  captain  from  the  chariot  leaped, 
No  more  a  man  defiled, 

His  flesh  as  new  and  healthy-clear 
As  that  of  little  child. 
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Great  was  the  woman's  joy  who  long 
For  this  sweet  end  had  prayed, 

Each  eager  servant  gathered  round 
In  gladness  was  arrayed ; 

But  gladdest  of  them  all,  I  ween, 
The  little  Hebrew  maid  ! 


THE   SONS   OF    RECHAB. 

JeR.      XXXV. 

"  Away  from  the  corrupting  towns. 

My  children,  you  must  dwell : 
Your  only  house  the  tent,  your  drink 

Pure  water  from  the  well. 
Ye  bear  the  name  of  Rechab — pass 

The  name  unsullied  down — 
A  pilgrim  heart  your  heritage, 

And  purity  your  crown." 

They  promise  made,  and  it  was  kept 

By  all  the  Kenite  clan. 
Year  after  year  among  them  ne'er 

Was  known  a  drunken  man  ; 
And  when  the  years  in  centuries 

Away  had  slowly  crept, 
By  every  one  in  every  tent 

The  promise  had  been  kept. 
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Three  centuries  rolled  ;  then  came  a  day 

Their  souls  to  sharply  try  : 
"  Drink  of  the  wine  !  "  the  prophet  said  ; 

Firm  ''  No  !  "  was  their  reply. 
They  from  the  Temple  cloisters  went — 

All  honour  with  them  go  ! 
Brave  men  who,  to  the  inviting  cup, 

Knew  how  to  answer  "  No  !  " 

With  commendation,  soon  again 

The  prophet  to  them  came, 
Their  filial  faithfulness  had  put 

The  faithless  Jews  to  shame ; 
And  Jonadab,  good  Rechab's  son, 

Should  never  lack  a  man 
For  earthly  service  of  the  Lord 

While  temporal  ages  ran. 

Still,  far  amid  Arabian  sands, 

The  sons  of  Rechab  roam, 
With  water  as  their  sinless  drink. 

The  tent  their  only  home  ; 
And  as  they  tell  the  tale  of  him 

With  whom  their  fame  began, 
They  know  their  father's  race  shall  ne'er 

Cease  from  the  race  of  man. 
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"  No  prophet !     Traitor  !  let  him  die  !  " 

Like  voice  of  cruel  blast 
Against  the  faithful  Jeremy 
The  princes  raised  insistent  cry  : 

He  in  the  pit  was  cast. 

"  No  need  of  prophets  !  let  him  die  !  " 
The  unprincely  princes  said. 

They  loved  to  hear  the  flatterer's  lie, 

They  hated  faithful  Jeremy, 

They  longed  to  know  him  dead. 

A  voice — deliverance  in  its  tone — 

Cried  down  into  the  gloom ; 
The  prophet  knew  his  need  was  known,— 
Fond  rescuing  hands  that  sought  his  own 
And  saved  him  from  the  tomb  I 

And  who  that  saved  him  ?     Not  a  man 

Of  all  the  chosen  tribes. 
But  one  of  race  'neath  ancient  ban, 
A  swarthy,  friendly  African 

Shamed  Levites,  priests,  and  scribes. 

Go,  Ebed-melech  !  go  thy  way 

Until  thy  sheltered  end  ; 
Thy  pious  name  shall  ne'er  decay, 
Remembered  to  Time's  latest  day 

As  the  sad  prophet's  friend. 
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The  Holy  Books  had  been  destroyed, 
Each  scroll  by  sacrilegious  fire, 
Burnt  by  Chaldean  pagan  hands 
In  the  Great  Temple  pyre. 

Sad  Ezra  sat  beneath  an  oak ; 
Forth  from  a  bush  before  him  came 
A  voice,  but  not  of  earth,  that  called 
His  own  familiar  name. 

"  Depart,"  it  said,  "  for  forty  days, 
A  stranger  to  the  homes  of  men. 
And  scribes  take  with  thee,  skilled  to  use 
The  rapid  writer  s  pen." 

He  went,  five  with  him.     To  him  came 
Adown  morn's  earliest  rays  a  cup 
Of  water,  blushing  as  a  rose  ; 
He  drank  the  water  up. 

Immediate  insight  in  him  springs  ! 
All-luminous  the  past  unrolls  ; 
He  sees  w^th  clearest  eyes  each  word 
Of  all  the  vanished  scrolls. 

For  forty  days  and  nights  he  read 
Line  after  line,  nor  paused  a  pen 
Till  finished  was  the  task, — restored 
Thus  God's  own  Books  to  men. 
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Such  is  the  legend  ; — still  is  given 
To  faithful,  loving  hearts  the  might 
To  live  in  daily  life  God's  truth, 
And  so  His  words  re-write. 


GASHMU. 

Neh,  vi.  6. 

Arab  Gashmu  with  his  wise 

Keen  inevitable  eyes 
Viewed  the  wall, — with  him  to  view  it 
Was  the  same  as  seeing  through  it  ! 

Arab  Gashmu  walked  as  one 
Who  was  up  before  the  sun. 
And  would  still  be  duty  breasting 
When  the  sun  had  long  been  resting. 

Arab  Gashmu, — none  must  nay 
Say  to  him  when  said  his  say, 
'Twas  of  such  conclusive  stuff : 
"  Gashmu  says  it  "  was  enough. 

"  Gashmu  says  it,"  sped  the  news 
From  the  Arabs  to  the  Jews, 
And  through  all  its  journey's  length 
''  Gashmu  says  it  "  was  its  strength. 

But  one  day  (the  wisest  slip) 
Gashmu  lent  a  slander  lip 
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Wished  to  see  his  he  come  true,- 
To  the  damage  of  the  Jew. 

Gashmu's  wisdom  all  is  dead, 
Not  the  folly  that  he  said ; 
All  his  true  words  fled  away, — 
His  one  lie's  alive  to-day  : 

Written  in  a  solemn  nook 
Of  God's  Universal  Book.— 
English  Gashmu,  timely  wise, 
Read  it  with  repentant  eyes  ! 


MALACHI. 

Only  a  voice  !    Unseen — 
Thou'rt  heard  clear-speaking  in  far  Hebrew  day. 
Bidding  loved  Israel  with  fond  accents  keen 
Repent — obey  ! 

The  messenger  of  God 
To  rulers,  priests,  and  people  with  reproof 
And  promise, — with  the  olive-bough  and  rod, — 
For  their  behoof. 

Seal  of  the  Prophets  !     Last 
Of  the  Heaven-burthened,  Heaven-directed  line. 
Foretelling  glories —now  long  ages  past — 
With  woes  condign. 
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Thou  star  of  ling'ring  night, 
Skirting  the  dawn, — at  length  to  melt  away. 
Lost  in  the  glorious  universal  light 
Of  Christ's  clear  day  ! 


NAZARETH. 

I  LOOK  from  emerald  heights,  the  breath 
Of  the  far  ocean  o'er  my  brow. 
On  the  once-fameless  town  below. — 

He  made  thee  famous,  Nazareth  ! 

Enough  for  fame  that  He,  a  child. 
Took  His  first  steps  upon  thy  streets. 
Where  cross-way  small  with  cross-way  meets. 

While  Mother  Mary  to  Him  smiled. 

Enough  that,  busy  boy  and  man, 

In  shop  with  ever-open  door, 

Through  which  the  only  light  could  pour, 
In  thee  He  toiled  an  artisan. 

Enough  that  to  thy  house  of  prayer 

It  was  His  Sabbath  wont  to  go. 

And  at  thy  fountain  gay  to  show 
Serener  face  than  any  there. 

Enough  that  from  these  crowning  heights 
He  Carmel,  Gilboa,  Tabor  saw — 
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Scenes  echoing  with  the  solemn  law, 
Scenes  lit  with  History's  thousand  lights. 

Thy  stony  streets,  thy  hills  of  green, 
He  knew, — this  gives  thee  all  thy  fame 
This,  that  He,  grown  to  man,  became 

The  ever-living  Nazarene ! 


THE  LAKE  OF  GENNESARET. 

Lake,  mirror  once  of  walnut,  palm. 
Fig,  oleander  glowing  bright. 
With  many  a  scattered  cottage  white 

Clear-pictured  in  thy  waters  calm  ; 

Brown  fishing-boats  upon  thy  breast, 
And  patient  pelicans  for  prey 
Haunting  thy  shore,  while  azure  day 

Rejoiced  to  see  herself  at  rest 

In  thy  translucent  depths.     But  now 
The  busy  life  from  thee  has  passed. 
No  net  into  thy  waves  is  cast. 

No  tree  is  garland  to  thy  brow. 

The  curse  of  Islam,  like  fierce  flame, 

All  round  thee.  Lake,  has  scorched  and  scarred  ; 

But  thou  art  still  the  Master's  bard. 
And  breathe  in  all  thy  tones  His  name. 
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ST.  ANDREW. 

Quick  eye  had  Andrew.     He  it  was  amid 
The  thronging  multitudes  that  marked  the  lad 
And  what  his  basket,  and  how  much  it  had,— 
"Two  fishes  small  and  loaves  of  barley  five." 
Rewarded  eye,  to  trivial  things  alive, — 
In  that  poor  basket  what  rich  mercy  hid  ! 

A  brother's  heart  had  Andrew.     Joy  beyond 
All  joy  to  him,  the  promised  Christ  to  find  : 
But  heavenly  joy  may  not  to  duty  blind ; 
He  cannot  rest,  his  bliss  is  incomplete 
Till  Simon  sits  with  him  at  Jesus'  feet, — 
His  brother  then  by  more  than  natural  bond. 

O  happy  they  with  Andrew's  eye  to  heed 
A  lad  and  his  scant  business  in  the  throng, 
Nor  by  high  scorn  to  do  his  efforts  wrong. 
And  happy  they  with  heart  that  will  not  rest 
Till  in  their  bliss  their  brother  too  is  blest ; 
What  joy  a  Peter  to  the  Lord  to  lead  ! 
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I  HEALED  them  all ;  by  Me  they  live 
A  life  redeemed  of  wholesome  days  \ 
And  of  the  ten  comes  back  to  give 
But  one  to  Me  a  heart  of  praise  ? 
Where  are  the  Nine  ? 
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The  creeping  death  in  every  Umb, 
Dire-withering  all  the  frame,  I  stayed 
As  much  in  all  the  ten  as  him 
Who  loudlier  praises  than  he  prayed. 
Where  are  the  Nine  ? 

All,  all  the  lepers  would  I  save 
(To  seek  and  save  the  lost  I  came), 
From  grave  beyond  the  leper's  grave, 
From  shame  that  is  eternal  shame. 
Where  are  the  Nine  ? 

"  Arise  and  go  thy  way  I  "  made  whole 
For  ever  of  foul  scale  and  scar. 
And  saved  to  endless  life  thy  soul ! 
One  saved  !  O  Nine  that  wander  far 
Where  are  the  Nine  ? 
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Busy  Martha  made  her  moan, — 
'  I  am  left  to  serve  alone." 
Stuck  she  to  it  like  a  text. 
With  her  sister  Mary  vexed. 
Mary  sat  at  Jesus'  feet. 
Drinking  in  His  sayings  sweet, 
Hearing,  hearing  not  the  moan, 
*'  I  am  left  to  serve  alone." 


THE  PHARISEE  AND  PUBLICAN.        \\^ 

Mary  served  the  Lord  as  well, 
Hearing  what  He  had  to  tell : — 
Servants  both  of  Jesus  they, 
Servants  in  a  different  way. 
May  we  too  His  servants  be  ! 
In  us  may  He  gladly  see 
Choosers  of  the  better  part, 
Martha's  hands  with  Mary's  heart. 


THE  PHARISEE  AND  PUBLICAN. 

"Two  went  to  pray  ?  or  rather  say, 
One  went  to  brag,  the  other  to  pray." 

Crashaw. 

Two  men  went  through  the  Temple  gate 

Upon  God's  day  : 
One  went  to  praise — to  praise  himself, 

And  one  to  pray. 

One  proudly  told  to  God  his  pride, 

His  deeds  of  good  : 
One,  as  a  sinner,  mercy  begged. 

And  far  off  stood. 

One  had  a  haughty  heart  that  spoke 

In  boastful  note  : 
And  one,  as  if  at  seat  of  sin. 

His  bosom  smote  ! 
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One — to  the  Temple  only  came, 
One  came  to  God  : 

One  heart  went  empty  home,  and  one 
As  God's  abode  ! 
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He  wept,  the  strong  man  wept  with  anguish  riven  ; 
Outside  the  Palace — 'gainst  the  wall  he  wept, 
That  hour  the  saddest  mortal  under  heaven. 
In  his  great  grief  he  scarce  his  footing  kept. 
As  in  appalling  dream  he  onward  crept : 
Onward, — O  whither,  whither  can  he  creep  ? 
On  to  the  olived  Garden  where  he'd  slept — 
O  sad  Gethsemane  !— not  now  to  sleep. 
But,  where  the  Master's  tears  had  dyed  the  grass,  to  weep. 

Through  Lebanonian  dusk  of  cedars  ne'er 
Than  through  his  spirit  wilder  tempest  swept. 
Bowed,  broken,  was  he,  neighbour  to  despair, 
And  bitterly,  so  bitterly  !  he  wept, 
Till  at  the  last  beneath  the  shade  he  crept 
Of  aged  olive,  as  to  shun  the  eye 
Of  the  pure  lights  of  heaven  that  keenly  kept 
Watching  the  weeper  from  the  eager  sky, 
Reminders  of  that  look  ne'er  from  his  heart  to  die. 

"  That  look !  " — prone  on  the  grass  he  sobbed  his  wail, 
As  if  each  grassy  stem  were  human  ear  ; 
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"  That  look  !     He  called  me  Rock — and  thus  to  fail ! 
He  called  me  friend — a  friend  forsooth  to  fear 
A  woman's  question  as  it  were  a  spear  ! 
A  friend  to  add  woe  to  His  woes — a  friend  ! 
God  !  Abraham  was  Thy  friend  : — O  art  Thou  near  ? 
Why  didst  Thou  spare  me  ?  why  not  instant  bend 
Thy  bow  against  my  soul  and  make  of  me  an  end  ? 


"  He  always  was  to  me  a  Friend  indeed  ! 
He  healing  brought  into  my  house,  and  gave 
(As  if  He  had  of  wretched  me  a  need) 
To  me  the  strength  of  miracle — to  save 
The  dying  sufferer  from  the  expected  grave. 
That  look  of  pity — ^wounded  love — and  He — 
He  knew  me,  warned  me — me  the  noisy,  brave, 
Poor  braggart !     Had  I  faithful  been  !     To  see 
Those  sad,  fond,  weary  eyes  turned  with  that  look  on  me  ! 


"  I  live.     Why  did  He  spare  me  ?     Not  a  word 
He  said  to  give  me  to  my  enemies. 
John — would  that  he  were  here ! — he  must  have  heard 
It  all.     O  that  like  him  I  had  been  wise ; — 
That  I  had  watched  like  him.     Those  lonely  eyes, 
That  look  of  heart-break  loving  to  the  end ! 
O  God  of  Israel,  tell  me  from  the  skies 
May  I  yet  to  Thy  Son  in  service  bend. 
And  may  such  traitor  yet  again  lie  counted  friend  ?  " 
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In  the  deep  shadow  long  the  weeper  lay, 
Silence  around  him  like  a  garment  rolled. 
Nor  heeded  he  that  now  the  coming  day 
Was  in  the  east  kindling  to  pearl  and  gold. 
He  rose  at  length,  and  on  the  grassy  mould 
In  greener  outline  marked  the  spot  whereon 
He  had  been  lying — all  round  dull  and  cold ; 
And,  as  he  sorrowing  went  in  quest  of  John, 
The  glorious  sun  looked  forth  and  on  his  pathway  shone. 


THE   LOST   SAPPHIRE. 

Her  name  ?     Look  at  her  heavenly  eyes  ! 

Her  name  shall  "  Sapphire  "  be  ! 
He  held  his  babe  on  happy  arm. 

And  crooned  in  peaceful  glee 
The  name  of  Sapphire,  o'er  and  o'er. 

Like  haunting  melody. 

He  lived  to  mourn  his  Sapphire  lost : 

O  the  tempestuous  day. 
When  swift  from  holy  Peter's  feet 

They  bore  the  dead  away  ! 
Sapphira  !     And  in  many  hearts 

Were  thoughts  no  words  could  say  ! 
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THE   STRANGER. 

Came  a  gentle,  gentle  knocking, 

Knocking  at  the  close-latched  door. 
And  my  boy's  heart  heard  the  knocking, 

And  it  touched  me  to  the  core 
Like  a  sweet  persuasive  music, 

Once  heard,  ne'er  forgotten  more ; 
Then  I  raised  the  latch  and  whispered, 

Whispered  sad  as  ne'er  before 
(As  'twere  sin  to  whisper),  "  Stranger, 

Gracious  Stranger,  leave  my  door  !  " 

Came  again  the  Stranger  knocking, 

Knocking  loudlier  than  of  yore. 
And  my  man's  heart  heard  the  knocking 

As  I  bent  my  loved  dead  o'er  ; — 
As  from  silent  lip  I  vainly 

Sued  for  one — but  one  word  more  ; 
Turned  I  then  the  key,  and,  weeping. 

Opened  for  awhile  the  door  ; — 
But  shrunk  back  with,  "  Patient  Stranger, 

Come  when  this  great  grief  is  o'er  ! " 

Came  again  the  Stranger  knocking. 
Knocking  when  my  grief  was  o'er: 

Not  a  day  but  heard  the  knocking, 
Faintlier  sounding  at  the  door  : — 

Heard  amid  the  lulls  of  labour, 

Heard  through  pleasure's  sinful  roar. 
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In  the  throng,  and  in  the  silence 
As  to  morn  the  night-hours  wore  : 

Faintlier,  ever  faintHer,  sounding, 
Till  it  ceased — and  came  no  more. 

Comes  no  more,  no  more,  that  Stranger 

Knocking  as  in  years  of  yore ; — 
Sin  His  yearning  love  resisted. 

Till  He,  wearied,  comes  no  more. 
Dead  the  fire  upon  the  hearthstone. 

Winter's  chill  is  on  the  floor, 
Yet  He  comes  not :  only  silence 

And  this  desolation  sore  ! 
Would  that  I  could  hear  that  Stranger 

Once,  but  once  more  at  the  door  ! 


THE   FOUNT   OF   BEAUTY. 

A  HEAVEN  of  Stars  is  beautiful :  dark  Night, 
Fair-crowned  with  wealth  of  wonder-worlds  afar. 
That  shine  with  holy  loveliness  of  light 
No  cloud  can  blot  nor  angry  storm  can  mar. 
Clouds  break  and  pass,  the  unharmed  heavens  are 
bright. 
And  ever  newly-kindled  seems  each  ancient  star. 

A  summer's  morn  is  beautiful :  the  calm, 
The  arrowy  day-beams  on  the  dreamy  sea, 
The  fragrant  whispers  from  the  fields  of  balm, 
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The  dew  on  flower,  the  blossom  on  the  tree, 
From  bough  and  eave  the  sweet  birds'  morning  psalm 
Calling  the  sleeper,  man,  to  rise  and  bend  the  knee. 

The  infant's  smile  is  beautiful,  when  beams 
The  first  glad  glance  of  recognition  fond, 
Wherewith  for  suffering  past  the  mother  deems 
Herself  o'erpaid  ;  and  when  it  breaks  its  bond 
Of  silence, — richer  than  the  songs  of  dreams 
Those  early  words,  and  all  the  wealth  of  hope  beyond. 

And  beautiful  the  life  that  lives  to  do 
God's  will  below  as  it  is  done  above  : 
Patient  and  trustful  Sorrow's  dark  vale  through  : 
'Mid  strife  of  tongues  with  gentleness  of  dove  : 
Keeping  the  Master's  footsteps  e'er  in  view  ; 
Reaching  to  want  and  woe  strong  hands  of  heavenly  love. 

The  beauty  of  the  star,  and  pearl  and  flower. 
The  aged  mountain,  and  the  blossom  sweet 
Whose  life  begins  and  ends  within  an  hour. 
The  graces  of  all  beauteous  lives  that  greet 
The  open  day  or  seek  the  twilight  bower, 
All,  Master,  are  of  Thee  and  in  Thy  bosom  meet. 

Of  every  light  of  beauty  Thou'rt  the  Sun  : 
Of  every  wave  of  beauty  Thou'rt-the  Sea  : 
All  lives  of  beauty  are  by  Thee  begun, 
And  lovely  only  as  they  live  in  Thee  ; 
High  Fount  and  Home  of  beauty  !  fairest  One  ! 
As  lives  Thy  light  in  flowers,  so  live,  my  Lord,  in  me. 
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THE    FLOWER. 

"  Who  will  buy  my  flowers,  my  flowers  ?  " 
Said  a  child  on  London  street ; — 
Not  plucked  those  buds  from  mortal  bowers, 
Nor  of  earth  their  odour  sweet. 

That  angel-child  in  her  silent  shoon. 

Men  knew  it  not,  had  come  from  far 

Beyond  each  sun  and  its  servant  moon, 
And  the  highest-pinnacled  star. 

She  held  her  flow'rs  to  the  passers-by ; 

What  were  her  flowers  to  them  ? 
They  would  not  see,  or  scornful  the  eye 

At  sight  of  each  blooming  gem. 

They  would  not  buy  with  thanks  (the  price). 
As  she  went  from  street  to  street. 

Her  glorious  blossoms  of  Paradise, 
With  undying  fragrance  sweet. 

Scorn  only  answered  her  heav'nly  smiles  ; 

At  length  from  the  crowd  she  passed, 
And  in  a  rotten  court  of  St.  Giles' 

She  sold  a  flower  at  last. 

'Twas  to  orphan  boy,  unkempt  and  in  rags. 

And  yet  with  craving  mind 
A  life  above  the  cruel  flags. 

And  crime  of  the  slums,  to  find. 
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With  immediate  thanks  he  took  a  flower, 

And  hid  it  away  in  his  breast ; 
Sweet  was  his  Hfe  from  that  very  hour, — 

His  path  the  path  of  the  blest. 

The  angel-child  with  her  wondrous  flowers 

Still  walketh  the  city  street. 
In  flaming  sunshine  or  icy  showers 

She  makes  her  appeal  so  sweet. 

If  men  had  eyes  for  flowers  as  for  gold, 
And  hid  that  flower  in  their  breast — 

Then  all  would  be  wise,  and  none  be  old. 
And  the  weary  all  have  rest. 

O  brother,  bound  for  the  busy  street. 

Turn  not  from  the  child  away. 
But  take  from  her  hand  the  offering  sweet. 

The  flower  of  God's  peace  to-day. 


GOD'S   RAVEN. 

The  frosty  stars  in  Night's  great  crown 
Gleamed,  from  their  awful  distance  down. 
Keenly  upon  a  German  town. 

In  fireless  room,  by  table  bare, 
A  widow  breathed  her  silent  prayer : 
How  would  her  growing  sorrow  end  ? 
Would  God  still  prove  the  widow's  Friend 
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A  little  hand  was  in  her  own : 
She  told,  a  tremor  in  her  tone, 
The  story  how,  with  meat  and  bread, 
The  prophet  was  by  ravens  fed. 

His  hand  withdrawn,  the  boy  arose, — 
"  Elijah's  God  our  trouble  knows  ; 
His  ravens  will  for  us  provide  : 
Let  us  the  door  set  open  wide." 

She  silent  sat :  she  could  not  stay 
Her  child's  faith  in  its  novel  way : 
She  knew,  if  not  by  birds  of  air. 
That  somehow  God  would  answer  prayer. 

They  waited  ;  not  a  word  was  said ) 
At  length  authoritative  tread 
Grew  from  the  silence  on  their  ear, — 
The  Burgomaster  draweth  near  ! 

Loud, — louder, — then  a  sudden  hush  : 
The  boy's  face,  rosy  with  the  rush 
Of  hopes,  turned  to  the  door  elate. 
As  entered  the  loud  magistrate. 

"  Why  wide  your  door  this  bitter  night  ?  " 
Victorious  tears  obscured  his  sight, 
And  hardly  was  his  voice  controlled. 
As  their  strong  need  and  trust  they  told. 

"  /'//  be  God's  raven  !  " — thence  he  sped, 
But  soon  to  come  again  with  bread ; 
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Nor  failed  with  help  from  day  to  day 
Till  rolled  their  heavy  care  away. 

And  often  in  the  after-years 
The  mother  said  through  smiles  and  tears, 
"  Fritz,  you  were  right  to  open  wide 
The  door  that  starving  eventide. 

"  God  is  the  ruler  of  the  night, 
x\nd  can  command  the  dark  to  light ; 
And  by  wise  paths  and  good  He  still 
Sends  ravens  strange  to  do  His  will." 
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The  snow  was  melting  at  the  touch  of  Spring, 

When,  on  the  day  of  peace,  I  turned  aside 

And  sat  where  Quakers  silently  adored. 

Immaculate  the  benches,  walls,  and  roof, 

The  cocoa-matted  aisles,  the  naked  floor. 

The  many  hassocks  ready  for  the  feet. 

By  different  doors  the  Eves  and  Adams  passed 

Into  their  quiet  paradise  of  thought, 

And  prayer  which  never  soared  to  vocal  praise, 

And,  sex  from  sex  divided,  sat  apart. 

Plain-garbed  were  all ;  no  rainbow-gleaming  book 

Of  fashion  in  bright  variegated  wear ; 

Men  in  their  sober  black,  and  women  clad 

In  modest  hues  that  scarcely  took  the  eye. 
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Upon  the  dais  ranged  the  ministers, 

The  authenticated  voices,  valid  oft 

With  heavenly  message  to  that  patient  band. 

One, — ^rose  of  middle  age  upon  his  cheek, 

Veiling  his  face  with  hand  of  reverence  ; 

The  next,  with  folded  arms  and  heavenward  eyes 

Rapt  as  by  solemn  vision  ;  him  beside, 

Like  soldier  stern  and  resolute,  erect, 

Prompt  to  obey  and  ready  to  command. 

One,  white  years  on  him,  from  beyond  the  seas ; 

And  then  the  Simeon  of  that  ministry, 

Head  bowed  upon  his  bosom  as  to  hear 

The  music  of  the  beating  of  his  heart. 

And  the  head  bolstered  by  the  feeble  hand. 

No  sound  :  each  statue-like,  with  droopbd  head. 
With  stedfast  eyes  that  stared  and  nothing  saw, 
Or,  for  the  placid  vision  of  the  soul 
Needless  the  visual  sense,  the  soul  was  all. 
The  silence  deepened :  soon  a  voice  would  wake  ! 
Expectant  grew  each  ear,  and  lo,  appeared 
The  curious  and  anticipative  mind 
In  furtive  peepings  of  the  pious  eyes  ! 
At  length  arose  the  minister  who'd  been 
Rapt  as  by  solemn  vision — calmly  rose, 
And  spoke  as  if  to  angels  in  the  air : 
"The  Spirit  searcheth  all  things;  yea,  the  deep. 
Deep  things  of  God.     To  this,  as  Friends,  we've 
borne 
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Our  faithful  testimony.     O  those  depths 
Of  power  without  a  Hmit,  love  divine, 
And  glory  which  no  mortal  eye  hath  seen ! 
The  Spirit  knows  them,  and  to  us  reveals 
If  ready  we  for  His  in-spoken  word. 
O  blessed  silence  wherein  He  can  speak ! 
They  wait  and  not  in  vain  who  wait  for  Him. 
His  words  are  revelations.     Be  not  drunk 
With  wine,  but  be  ye  with  the  Spirit  filled. 
A  drunken  man  is  governed  by  the  wine, 
Is  not  himself,  turned  to  another  man, 
And  baser,  falling  down  among  the  brutes. 
If  with  the  Spirit  filled  He  governs  us. 
Our  wills  are  His,  and  all  our  steps  of  life. 
We  are  His  Temple.     Judah's  Temple  rose, 
Reared  not  by  David — blood  was  on  his  hand 
From  many  battles — but  by  him,  his  son. 
The  Peaceable :  yet  warrior  David  made 
Great  preparation  for  it.     Christ  is  both 
Our  David  and  our  Solomon ;  for  us 
Victorious  over  every  evil  thing, 
And  into  us  He  breathes  His  Spirit  pure, 
And  so  these  bodies  into  Temples  makes. 
His  glory  filled  the  Jewish  House.     Then  be 
Ye,  nobler  Temples,  with  the  Spirit  filled. 
He  searcheth  all  things — this  among  them,  what 
Of  grace  and  truth  are  in  the  Christ — for  He 
Is  the  one  only  Gospel.     Hear  His  voice, 
And  live  obedient  to  the  in-spoken  word." 

9 
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He  ceased,  and  sudden  silence  fell  on  all, 

I^eep  ;  you  could  count  the  throbbing  of  your  heart ! 

At  length  the  minister  from  o'er  the  sea 

Rose,  on  his  head  the  silver  crown  of  age, 

With  stedfast  eyes  that  looked  into  the  eyes. 

And  spake  in  accents  of  authority  : 

"  From  the  beginning  Christ  has  brought  mankind 

Into  communion  with  His  Spirit.     He 

By  that  great  Spirit  moved  on  the  abyss 

Ere  man ;  and  on  the  deep  He  moves  to-day. 

Take  wings  of  morning,  reach  the  utmost  sea, 

He  is  before  you,  in  those  parts  remote, 

The  wide  world's  life  and  light.     Each  feeblest  plant 

And  mightiest  creature  of  the  flood  is  His, 

A  speaking  presence  of  the  Spirit  pure 

Who  gave  to  Adam  law  before  he  fell. 

Nor  know  we  right  or  wrong  apart  from  Him. 

Eternal  right  is  He,  and  all  is  wrong 

That's  contrary  to  Him.     When  from  the  mount 

Clouded  of  Sinai  God  to  Israel  spoke 

Reasoning  was  stopped  :  from  that  day  forward  each 

True  Israelite  was  settled  in  his  thought. 

The  word  from  Heaven  is  rock ;  on  it  is  rest. 

The  problem  of  religious  obligation 

If  you  have  solved  then  you  must  live  the  life 

Of  Faith.     If  Abram  had  remained  in  Ur 

The  Chaldees  had  approved  him  as  a  good 

Patriarch,  but  his  soul  had  him  condemned. 

A  higher  life  demanded  him ;  the  King's  / 
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Highway  of  holiness,  of  purer  air 

Than  down  amid  the  smoke  and  fog  of  earth. 

His  Hfe  was  hid  in  Christ — in  that  far  day 

A  Christian  ;  confident  the  woman's  seed 

Would  bruise  the  serpent's  head — nor  feared  to  show 

That  confidence.     Between  man's  heart  and  heaven 

The  Spirit  is  the  Messenger.     He  bade, 

Voice  in  the  viewless  ear  of  soul  alone, 

Abram  forth  from  his  city  and  his  land. 

Southward.     At  length  fair  Canaan's  goodly  fields 

He  saw,  but  might  not  them  inherit.     Stars 

Suggested  to  him  in  their  multitude 

Numberless  his  posterity  unborn. 

He  never  here  had  rest.     In  tent  he  dwelt — 

His  only  city  one  within  the  sky. 

To  it  he  was  a  pilgrim  till  he  passed 

At  good  old  age.      Your  city  is  not  here  ! 

Friends,  what  is  business,  home,  and  friendship  sweet, 

But  comely  tent  soon  to  be  folded  up  ? 

Our  Canaan  is  beyond  the  clouds,  and  there 

The  eternal  city.     To  the  life  of  faith 

We're  called  to-day  like  the  first  Hebrew ;  then 

To  live  it  daily,  confident  in  Him 

Whose  Spirit  speaks  in  us." 

He  ended — long 
The  silence — then  was  heard  a  novice  voice  : 
"  Friends,  we  have  had  some  loving  messages 
From  far.     Let  them  not  be  as  idle  tales ; 
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But  may  we  in  the  future  richlier  bear 
Fruit  of  the  Spirit.     Much  am  I  impressed 
With  the  old  query,  '  Is  there  any  growth 
Of  truth  in  you  ? '     There  will  be,  if  we  live 
A  life  of  faith,  a  life  of  work,  for  such 
Will  be  a  life  of  beauty  in  His  fear." 

Arose  a  holy  woman,  after  pause. 
And  as  she  knelt  all  to  their  feet  arose. 
That  prayer !  few  words  but  full  in  which  she  poured 
Her  suppHcations  to  the  Eternal  ear. 

Soon  after,  minister  to  minister 
Turning,  grasped  hands  of  cordial  brotherhood, 
To  all  a  silent  signal  all  was  o'er. 
In  quietude  the  congregation  moved 
Into  the  outer  air,  while  many  paused 
To  greet  each  other  in  the  peaceful  porch  : 
And  I,  a  lonely  stranger,  went  my  way. 


HYMNS. 


WE    PRAISE    THY    POWER. 

So  will  we  sing  and  praise  Thy  power." — Psalm  xxi.  13. 

Lord  God  Almighty,  in  Thy  hand 
Rolls  every  world,  blooms  every  flower ; 
O  Maker  of  the  sea,  the  land, 
We  praise  Thy  power. 

For  day  and  night  that  never  cease  : 
For  garnered  wealth  of  harvest  days  : 
For  the  pure  mountains  breathing  peace, 
Thy  power  we  praise. 

For  the  protected  gift  of  Life  : 
For  Reason  :  for  home's  shelt'ring  tower ; 
For  the  strong  love  of  child  and  wife, 
We  praise  Thy  power. 

For  Freedom  :  for  the  sage's  thought : 
For  martyrs  brave  :  for  poets'  lays  : 
For  the  great  word  by  Prophets  brought. 
Thy  power  we  praise. 
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For  Him,  Thy  Son  divine,  who  came 
From  Thee — Thy  all-transcendent  dower, 
To  raise  us  from  our  sin  and  shame. 
We  praise  Thy  power. 

For  all  He  did  our  souls  to  save. 
And  guide  us  in  Thy  heavenly  ways ; 
For  His  dear  life,  His  cross.  His  grave. 
Thy  power  we  praise. 

That,  from  the  everlasting  throne, 
In  human  souls  from  hour  to  hour 
Thou  mak'st  His  great  salvation  known, 
We  praise  Thy  power. 

Illimitable  is  Thy  love  : 
Thy  mercy  endless  as  Thy  days  : 
Nor  shall  we  cease  in  realms  above 
Thy  power  to  praise. 


CHRIST    FOR    THE    WORLD. 

From  north  and  south  and  east  and  west. 
When  shall  the  peoples,  long  unblest, 
All  find  their  everlasting  rest, 
O  Christ,  in  Thee  ? 

When  shall  the  climes  of  ageless  snow 
Be  with  the  Gospel  light  aglow. 
And  all  men  their  Redeemer  know, 
O  Christ,  in  Thee  ? 
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When  on  each  southern  balmy  coast, 
Shall  ransomed  men,  in  countless  host. 
Rise,  heart  and  voice,  to  make  sweet  boast, 
O  Christ,  in  Thee  ? 

O  when  in  all  the  orient  lands. 
From  cities  white  and  flaming  sands. 
Shall  men  lift  dedicated  hands, 
O  Christ,  to  Thee  ? 

O  when  shall  heathen  darkness  roll 
Away  in  light,  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  endless  day  by  every  soul 
Be  found  in  Thee  ? 

Bring,  Lord,  the  long-predicted  hour. 
The  ages'  diadem  and  flower. 
When  all  shall  find  their  Refuge,  Tower, 
And  Home  in  Thee  ! 


SABBATH    AT    SEA. 

Lord  of  the  sea  !  afar  from  land 
We  still  within  Thy  presence  stand  : 
Now  grant  us  grace  to  worship  Thee, 
And  keep  our  Sabbath  on  the  sea. 

Be  banished  care,  be  vanquished  fear  ! 
Our  hearts  into  calm  waters  steer ; 
So  may  they  rest  although  we  roam. 
And  on  the  deep  be  still  at  home. 
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Be  calm  without  and  calm  within, 
And  all  our  worship  free  from  sin  ; 
And  as  of  Thee  Thy  servants  hear, 
O  let  us  feel  that  Thou  art  near  ! 

Thy  blessing,  gracious  Lord,  we  crave  ; 
Thou  oft  didst  sail  the  Hebrew  wave  ; — 
Sail  with  us  now  that,  joyful,  we 
May  keep  our  Sabbath  on  the  sea. 

Thine  is  the  sea,  as  Thine  the  land  ; 
We  still  within  Thy  presence  stand  : 
In  Thy  blest  Spirit's  light  may  we 
Find  mercy's  gate  upon  the  sea ! 


POEMS    ON    WHITBY. 


RED    ROOFS. 

Red  roofs  across  the  river !  ere  the  gloom 
Creeps  o'er  the  glory  of  the  drooping  day, 
Ye  blaze  with  rubies,  and  with  roses  bloom ; 
Then  fades  your  beauty  into  dusk  away. 

What  generations  of  admiring  eyes 

Have   gazed,  then,  death-dimmed,   ceased  on  you 

to  gaze! 
But  still  responsive  to  the  sunset  skies, 
Ye  bloom  with  roses,  and  with  rubies  blaze. 

Old  town,  and  quaint,  say  who  it  was  that  planned 
Your  narrow  lanes,  and  stairway  alleys  high, 
That  climb  the  cliff,  and  built  you  round  the  strand. 
As  if  to  hear  the  river  whispering  by. 

I  see  the  centuries  moving  through  your  streets — 
Slow  serfs,  proud  lords,  black  jetters,  fishers  brown. 
And,  back  from  northern  blasts  and  tropic  heats. 
The  welcomed  sailor  in  his  bluff  renown. 

I  see  your  whalers  of  a  modern  day 

By  the  staith  anchored  from  the  enriching  deep  ; 
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I  see  the  press-gang  rushing  on  its  prey, 

Glad  to  clutch  men,  though  wives  and  mothers  weep. 

Unchronicled,  beneath  those  roofs  of  red, 
How  many  a  life  has  passed  ! — the  lowly  birth, 
Youth,  manhood,  years  of  labour,  age,  then  "  dead  " 
The  whispered  news,  and  earth  consigned  to  earth. 

There  Poverty  has  walked  the  way  of  light. 
And  silent  Sorrow  shed  submissive  tear ; 
There  Shame  has  shrunk  into  its  loveless  night, 
And  mad  Crime  plunged  to  death  without  a  fear. 

At  yonder  doors  what  greetings  and  adieus. 
What  frighted  faces  at  the  storm-beat  pane  ; 
What  hearts  that  trembled  at  bereaving  news 
Of  loved  ones  gone  that  ne'er  should  come  again  ! 

There  we  behold  ourselves,  as  well  as  those 
Whose  lives  were  ended  long  ago  on  earth  ; 
Our  sorrows  weeping  in  those  ancient  woes, 
Our  mirth  rejoicing  in  that  ancient  mirth. 

For  man  remains,  however  men  depart, 
Through  changing  time  for  evermore  the  same  : 
There  throbs  in  all  mankind  one  human  heart ; 
All  kindred  are  in  glory  or  in  shame. 

From  age  to  age,  in  court,  and  camp,  and  street. 
Beneath  the  red-tiled  roof  or  roof  of  gold, 
Men  at  their  noblest  only  men  repeat. 
And  man  the  recent  is  the  man  of  old. 
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THE   CHURCH  STEPS. 

Two  centuries  of  steps,  and  then 

A  field  of  graves  ! 
With  many  a  sculptured  tale  of  men 

Lost  in  the  waves. 

You  climb  and  climb,  with  here  and  there 

A  seat  for  breath. 
To  find  amid  the  loftier  air 

A  realm  of  death. 

And  thus  it  is  with  human  life — 

Men  toil  to  rise. 
And  lo  !  above  the  strain  and  strife 

A  graveyard  lies. 

Two  centuries  of  steps,  and  then 

Amid  the  graves, 
A  holy  house  that  tells  to  men 

Of  Him  that  saves. 

» 

O  weary  men,  and  women  worn, 
That  there  have  found, 

And  find,  bright  hints  of  heavenly  morn, 
On  earthly  ground  ! 

And  so  atop  the  steps  of  Time, 

If  climbed  aright, 
Heaven's  glad  and  everlasting  chime 

And  home  of  light. 
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WHITBY   ABBEY. 

O  RUIN  grey !  thou  stand'st  where  stood  the  house 
That  royal  Hilda  led — where  Caedmon  sung — 
And  holy  men  and  women  paid  their  vows 
In  the  old  Saxon  tongue. 

Thou'rt  grey  with  ages,  and  yet  recent  thou 
To  that  fair  house  reared  in  the  Pagan  days, 
Ere  England  had  to  Odin  ceased  to  bow, 
And  learned  the  Christ  to  praise. 

'Tis  little  we  can  tell  of  what  shall  be : 
The  building  oft  survives  the  builder's  name  j 
Her  house  has  past,  but  still  remembered  she, 
Crowned  with  unwithering  fame. 

Hilda,  a  queen  of  wisdom  !     Clear  and  strong 
Of  mind,  to  guide  the  leaders  of  the  land 
From  out  the  baffling  maze  of  grief  and  wrong. 
As  by  an  angel's  hand. 

A  sacred  school  she  ruled,  on  yonder  height, 
Of  saintly  courage,  consecrated  lore, 
Of  lives  that  followed,  clad  in  robes  of  white, 
The  Christ  that  we  adore. 

A  College  whence  into  the  heathen  gloom 
Went  holy  John  of  Beverley ;  and  glad, 
A  bright,  far-travelling  lamp  of  truth  to  illume 
The  darkness,  brave  Saint  Chad. 
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A  grove  of  meditation,  whence  the  bird 
Of  Enghsh  song  at  her  wise  bidding  soared 
Into  the  silence,  and  afar  were  heard 

The  pure  lays  Csedmon  poured. 

The   holy    house   she    reared,    wood-built,    thatch- 
crowned — 
Where  is  it  ?     Only  in  the  storied  page ; 
And  that  which  on  its  ruins  rose  is  found 
Now  ruinous  with  age. 

But  she  is  unforgotten  ;  her  bright  name 
Is  like  a  city  set  upon  a  hill : 

Though  envious  Time  has  darkened  much,  her  fame 
Glows  with  the  morning  still. 

What  greatness  but  in  goodness  ?     All  beside 
That  bears  the  name  is  fated  to  decay ; 
But  goodness  to  the  Eternal  One's  allied. 
And  shares  His  endless  day. 


CiEDMON. 


He  heard  the  voices  of  the  sea 
In  calm,  in  tumult,  come ; 

The  scream  of  eagle  sailing  free  ; 
To  all  his  soul  was  dumb. 

He  heard  the  voices  of  the  bleak, 
Black  moors— the  seagulls'  cry 
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The  wolf  from  far  its  hunger  speak  : 
His  soul  made  no  reply. 

No  skill  had  he  a  verse  to  frame, 

Or  sweep  the  lyric  chord ; 
So  when  the  harp  towards  him  came, 

He  fled  the  festal  board. 

When,  songless,  thus  in  shame  away 

He  fled  the  hall  of  glee, 
He  heard  as  he  in  slumber  lay, 

"  Sing,  Caedmon,  sing  to  Me  !  " 

"  I  cannot  sing,"  the  sleeper  cried. 

"  However  that  may  be," 
The  authoritative  Voice  replied, 

"  Yet  you  shall  sing  to  Me'' 

"  What  shall  I  sing  ?  "     "  The  genesis 
Of  things  created."     Power — 

The  poet's,  and  the  poet's  bliss. 

Were  Caedmon's  from  that  hour. 

The  world's  and  man's  creation  great, 

The  tale  of  Israel  old. 
With  miracles  illuminate, 

He  in  his  verses  told. 

The  Bethlehem  Birth,  the  mighty  i:)eath 
That  ends  the  sinner's  wrong, 

What  the  last  Judgment,  Hell,  Heaven  saith. 
He  sang  in  holy  song. 
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The  first  great  English  singer  !  he 

Song-silent  was  to  earth, 
The  blazing  sky,  the  silent  sea, 

And  harp  of  human  mirth. 

But  when  the  Master's  voice  was  heard, 
His  soul  from  dumbness  woke ; 

The  harp  was  his — his  poet-word 
To  Saxon  England  spoke. 

So  'twas  with  Csedmon,  herdsman  old, 

Born  into  poet  young  : — 
A  tale  from  age  to  age  re-told 

With  each  true  song  that's  sung. 


LOVE   LANE. 

Away,  beyond  the  town,  there  lies 
For  ever  open  to  the  skies, — 
To  golden  light  and  rushing  rain. 
Love  Lane. 

Between  the  fields  it  goes  its  way. 
Beneath  the  blaze  of  summer  day, 
And  when  the  stormy  winter  shows 
Piled  snows. 

'Tis  hedged  with  green  and  made  with  care. 
But,  footed  much,  oft  needs  repair. 
That  it,  renewed,  may  be  again 
Love  Lane. 
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P'rom  near  the  Wishing  Stone  it  wends, 
Nor  at  the  wayside  cottage  ends, 
But  by  it  hurries  to  the  wide 
Sea-side. 

And  so  with  love— it  speeds  from  hope 
To  happy  home  not  there  to  stop, 
But  goes  on  to  the  boundless  main — 
Love  Lane. 

It  seeks  the  eternal  sea  that  lies 
Beyond  the  reach  of  mortal  eyes, — 
Earth's  breaking  cliffs,  Time's  countless  graves, 
Death's  waves. 


TO   A    PASSING   SHIP. 

White-sailed  ship  upon  the  sea. 
Benedictions  take  from  me  ! 
Safe  be  master,  mates,  and  men. 
Till  you  reach  the  port  again. 

Love  is  with  you,  night  and  day, 
Love  of  loved  ones  far  away  ; — 
Hearts  of  mothers,  children,  wives. 
Lives  that  mingle  with  your  lives. 

May  the  Angel  of  the  Deep 

Ever  guard  around  you  keep, 

On  the  billow,  in  the  bay. 

Through  the  night  and  through  the  day 
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Is  there  sorrow  'neath  your  sails, 
Eye  that  weeps,  and  heart  that  fails  ? 
Consolation  now  be  near, 
Strengthening  heart  and  drying  tear. 

As  you  o'er  the  distant  blue 
Lessen,  lessen,  out  of  view. 
May  my  Benedicite 
Breathe  you  blessing  o'er  the  sea ! 

Lost — my  heart  pursues  you  still ; 
Sheltered  may  you  be  from  ill ; 
Sheltered  all  aboard,  till  each 
Joy's  eternal  harbour  reach. 


THE   BELL-BUOY:   A   SONG. 

O  FAITHFUL  bell  of  the  wave, 
Ever  in  duty  brave. 

Day  and  night, 
In  tone  of  monition  now 
I  hear  thee  speak,  and  thou 
Art  right. 

Thou  art  not  bell  in  the  tower 
Of  church  to  chime  the  hour 
Newly  born  : 
Thou  tell'st  of  peril  to  men. 

Sea-hidden  beyond  their  ken, — 
To  warn. 

lO 
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No  sweet  marriage-tidings  float 
Out  of  thine  iron  throat, 
Solemn  bell ; 
Never  a  clashing  of  glee- 
No  joy-bell  thou  at  sea  : 
'Tis  well. 

Thou  swingest  o'er  swaying  waves, 
Buoyed  o'er  the  ocean's  graves, 
Rocks  of  doom  ; 
Thou  warnest  upon  each  wind 
Sailors,  lest  there  they  find 
A  tomb. 

How  many  the  ships  unknown 
Saved  by  thy  far-flung  tone, 
Faithful  bell ! 
None  among  mortals  below 
Ills  prevented  can  know, 
And  tell ! 


THE    FIGURE-HEAD. 

Say,  Figure-head !  what  doest  thou  there 

In  garden-ground  ? 
Is  not  thy  place  'mid  stormy  air. 

The  waves  around  ? 

For  thou  wast  shaped  with  man-like  form 
To  sail  the  sea, 
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And  to  the  good  ship,  calm  or  storm, 
Bold  head  to  be. 

O  couldst  thou  tell  where  thou  hast  been. 

What  tales  were  thine  I 
What  realms  of  marvel  thou  hast  seen 

Beyond  the  brine  ! — ■ 

Hast  seen,  if  eyes  of  wood  can  see  ! 

What  tongues  hast  heard. 
If  wooden  ears  attent  can  be 

To  human  word. 

What  dangers  thou  hast  run  !  what  doom 

Escaped  of  wreck, 
When  panic  spread  in  midnight  gloom 

From  deck  to  deck  ! 

But  all  is  o'er  :  where  went  the  ship, 

Of  which  a  part 
In  many  an  ocean  thou  didst  dip 

With  fearless  heart  ? 

How  cam'st  thou  here,  in  garden-plot. 

To  rest  at  last  ? 
Sky-gazing,  hast  thou  all  forgot 

Thy  wondrous  past  ? 

Do  stars  in  ocean-depths  of  night 

Appear  to  thee 
As  often  once,  with  spark  of  light, 

Far  ships  at  sea  ? 


148  FIStlERMEN'S  PRAYER. 

Thy  wandering  life  is  o'er,  and  now 

Thou  art  at  rest ; 
New-coated,  too,  in  colour  thou 

Art  surely  blest. 

Not  blest  ?     What  more  canst  thou  desire  ? 

Contented  be ! 
In  age  'tis  folly  to  aspire 

To  sail  the  sea. 

What  better  than  in  early  strength 
The  deep  to  breast  ? 

What  better  than  in  age  at  length 
'Mong  flowers  to  rest  ? 


FISHERMEN'S    PRAYER. 

About,  again,  to  sail  the  sea, 

Come,  Lord,  with  us  on  board, 

Not  lonely  ocean,  wide  and  free, 
With  Thee  the  ocean's  Lord. 

Thou  oft  didst  sail  in  Peter's  smack, 
With  flying  foam  wast  wet ; 

Didst  ride  upon  the  billows'  back, 
And  fill  with  fish  his  net  : 

Didst  'mid  the  tempest  calmly  sleep, 
'Twas  harmless,  Lord,  to  Thee  \ 

Didst  walk  as  solid  rock  the  deep, 
And  hush  the  stormy  sea. 
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Now  bless  our  toil  :  from  danger  keep  : 

Preserve  our  friends  ashore  ; 
And  bring  us  safely  from  the  deep, 

Back  to  our  homes  once  more. 

Come,  Lord,  with  us  !  with  us  abide  ! 

Sail,  now,  with  us  the  sea  : 
There  is  no  danger  by  Thy  side, 

And  death  is  heaven  with  Thee. 


ON   AN    OLD   CLERICAL    PORTRAIT. 

There  from  the  past  his  semblance  glows  ! 
A  comfortable  cheek  with  rose 
Fair- tinted,  full  observant  eye. 
Lips  slow  to  give  the  reason  why. 
Strong  chin,  declarative  how  strong 
The  will  could  be  in  right  or  wrong. 

Here  by  the  sea  he  dwelt,  and  here 
As  pastor  toiled  through  many  a  year. 
Until  life's  evening  grey  was  reached. 
And  Death,  the  mighty  preacher,  preached 
The  sermon  which,  whate'er  the  creed 
Or  no-creed,  every  man  must  heed. 

From  crumbling  stone  upon  the  height 
Unseen  except  by  searching  sight 
We  know,  and  thence  alone  we  know 
His  sorrows  in  the  long  ago, — 
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There  told  in  letters  brief  and  dim 
'J'he  losses  that  came  thick  on  him. 

How  did  he  bear  himself  when  one 
By  one  his  children  went  ? — that  son 
Plucked  in  his  rosebud  years  from  Time      \ 
To  blossom  in  a  better  clime  ? 
Then  did  his  heart  submission  teach 
Beyond  what  sermon  e'er  could  preach  ? 

How  went  he  in  and  out  among 

His  flock  ?     What  thought  of  him  the  young  ? 

Was  he  a  sermon  in  the  street 

To  every  friend  he  chanced  to  meet  ? 

That  said — whate'er  it  failed  to  say — 

"  Tis  good  to  walk  with  Christ  to-day  "  ? 

Was  he  a  man  of  deeds  as  well 
As  words  ? — in  which  did  he  excel  ? 
How  far  in  him  were  word  and  deed, 
As  should  be,  happily  agreed  ? 
Harmonious  so  that  none  could  well 
Say  either  of  them  bore  the  bell  ? 

What  thought  the  widow  in  her  woe 
Of  him  a  hundred  years  ago  ? 
Shone  he  ath rough  the  dark'ning  night 
Of  death,  to  men,  like  heavenly  light 
That  lit  the  spirit's  lonely  way, 
And  lured  it  onward  into  day  ? 
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A  few  brief  facts  alone  survive 
To  keep  his  name  on  earth  alive; 
Yet  here  he  dwelt  and  laboured  long, 
And  fought  against  the  current  wrong, 
And  said  his  say  for  God,  and  then 
Was  seen  no  more  of  mortal  men. 

If  not  in  chronicles  below, 

His  record  is  on  high,  we  know  : 

With  that  he  well  is  satisfied 

Here  to  have  laboured,  loved,  and  died  : 

Yet  thanks,  poor  painter,  that  thy  skill 

Has  left  to  us  his  semblance  still. 


HE   COMES    NO    MORE. 

A  WOMAN  is  a  mother,  though 
Her  children  from  the  homestead  go,— 
And  far  beyond  the  wave. 
Or  'neath  it  find  a  grave. 

O  mother,  with  the  drooping  head 
And  raining  eyes,  they  call  him  dead : 

But  what  is  that  to  thee  ? 

Thy  son  he'll  ever  be. 

She  thinks  she  hears  him  at  the  door — 
The  darling  that  comes  back  no  more, 

His  merry  voice  about 

The  house,  with  song  and  shout, 
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That  cheek  of  rose,  and  eye  of  dove  \ 
That  arm  of  strength,  and  soul  of  love  ! 
His  going  was  the  night : 
His  coming  was  the  light. 

But  now  he  comes  no  more — no  more  : 
The  ship  ne'er  reached  the  foreign  shore  : 
Of  all  the  many  lives 
Aboard,  not  one  survives. 

O  tender  love,  that  lit  his  face  ! 

O  ardour  in  the  last  embrace, 
So  little  deemed  the  last, 
When  from  the  door  he  passed ! 

How  came  the  end,  and  wHere  ?     Ah  me  ! 
The  cruel,  irresponsive  sea, 

Wherein  her  darling  sleeps, 

The  secret  closely  keeps. 

But,  woman,  though  untold  by  stone 
Memorial,  and  to  men  unknown 

The  spot  where  his  dear  breath 

Ended  in  stormy  death, 

Be  sure  One  Eye  marked  all  that  passed, 
One  Arm  around  thy  child  was  cast. 

One  Heart  was  there  for  thee, 

Upon  that  awful  sea  ! 
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MISS   JOHNSON. 

Miss  Johnson's  gone,  sir  !     All  day  yesterday 

I  saw  it  was  a  fight  'tween  her  and  Death. 

She  had  great  spirit  !     To  the  very  last 

She  kept  about  :  would  have  no  friend  to  stay : 

No  watcher,  no  companion.     When  I  saw 

Death  in  her  face,  I  took  my  stand,  and  said, 

"  Miss  Johnson,  you  shall  not  be  left  alone." 

I  could  not  say  the  thing  I  wished  to  say. 

She  had  no  thought  of  death  ;  could  manage  still. 

But  every  now  and  then  I  came  to  see 

How  she  was  doing  j  built  the  fire ;  and  saw 

(I  know  the  look  of  death)  death  in  her  face. 

"  You  cannot  leave  me  !  "  once  she  said  ;  and  I 
Answered  :  "  Miss  Johnson,  no,  I  am  afraid. 
You  should  not  be  alone :  /'//  build  the  fire." 
Her  breath  was  very  hard  to  get,  yet  still 
There  she  sat  reading.     But  as  night  came  on 
I  said  :  "  It  is  not  right ;  it  must  not  be  ; 
You  shall  not  pass  another  night  alone  !  " 
That  seemed  to  trouble  her ;  but  I  was  firm. 
The  doctor  saw  her — I  would  have  him  called ; 
And  then  he  sent  some  medicine  to  relieve, 
But  gave  no  hint  of  death.     At  nine  came  nurse. 
When  it  was  just  upon  the  stroke  of  ten. 
Miss  Johnson  put  her  books  straight  as  you  see. 
Looked  round,  then  went  upstairs  to  bed ;  but  how 
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For  I  have  done  to  her  what  must  be  done 

To  all  the  dead — one  so  deformed  as  she 

Could  ever  climb  the  stairs  I  cannot  tell. 

The  nurse  slept  little  ;  and  at  last  sat  up, 

And  heard  Miss  Johnson  talking  as  in  sleep. 

Then  in  the  silence  a  sharp  whisper,  "  Come  I  " 

Whether  to  angels  spoken,  or  to  nurse, 

I  know  not  ',  but  at  once  nurse  by  her  stood, 

To  find  her  speechless,— dying, — propped  her  head, 

Gave  me  the  signal  through  the  wall ;  but  ere 

I  came,  though  coming  quickly,  she  was  gone. 

You'll  look,  sir,  will  you  not,  upon  her  face  ? 
There's  of  her  blood  but  one,  and  she  not  near — 
A  second  cousin  somewhere  in  the  North — 
Who  will  be  here,  the  doctor  says,  to-night 
By  the  last  train. 

How  like  herself  she  looks  1 
Looks  younger  than  she  has  these  twenty  years. 
She  was  a  suffering  woman  ;  ne'er  complained  ; 
Went  in  and  out  among  us  with  a  smile. 
Though  you  could  see  the  pain  upon  her  face. 
She  loved  her  Bible  and  her  Church  ;  and  now. 
If  she's  not  safe,  I  know  not  who  will  be. 


THE    BELLMAN. 

If  heard  but  once,  you  ne'er  will  lose 
The  tone  in  which  he  tells  the  news, — 
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Now  whispering  in  deep-muttered  bass, 
Then  silver-shrilling  through  the  place. 

In  momentary  silence  he 
Stands,  so  each  passer-by  may  see 
That  news  which  should  be  known  is  near, 
And  claims  the  universal  ear. 

His  clanging  bell  has  power  to  rule 
To  silence  household  tongue  and  tool, 
And  the  peremptory  "  Notice  !  "  loud. 
Puts  pause  upon  the  hurrying  crowd. 

He  tells  of  trade, — of  bargains  great, 
That  but  the  willing  purse  await ; 
Of  auction  sale,  where  hammer's  blow 
Shall  let  the  easy  treasures  go. 

Of  pleasant  trips  he  lells,  for  those 
Fearless  of  undulatory  woes  : 
He  names  the  steamer,  hour,  and  fee. 
And  tempts  the  landsmen  out  to  sea. 

He  tells  of  losses,  and  would  win 
The  finder  by  reward  from  sin  ; 
And,  preacher  in  his  rugged  way. 
Bids  men  be  children  of  the  day. 

Long  may  he  live  the  bell  to  clang  ! 
Far  distant  be  his  mortal  pang — 
When  all  commanding  Death  shall  say, 
"  Time's  over — put  the  bell  away  !  " 
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JONATHAN. 

I  SEE  him  as  he  used  to  tread 
With  stately  step  and  lifted  head 

Along  the  street ; 
But  never  more,  whate'er  may  be, 
Whoe'er  may  come  and  go,  shall  we 

Again  him  meet. 

Blunt;  of  his  bluntness  proud; — he  ne'er 
Assumed  a  mask, — nor  had  a  care 

For  praise  or  blame 
He  spoke  his  thought,— he  thought  aloud,— 
And  'neath  the  sunshine  or  the  cloud 

Was  still  the  same. 

He  had  a  tyrant  will  among 
The  stout  and  resolute,  a  tongue 

Of  sharp  reply  ; — 
But  to  the  gentle  gently  showed, 
As  if  he  loved  the  kindly  road 

To  travel  by. 

He  many  a  deed  of  kindness  planned, 
And  wrought  with  persevering  hand. 

Content  to  be 
Unknown  :  what  mattered  whose  the  deed  ? 
It  was  his  pride  to  help  a  need 

In  secrecy. 
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Commingled  strangely  in  him  were 
The  clay,  the  gold,  the  dark,  the  fair, 

Weakness  and  strength  : 
But  now  in  other  scales  than  ours. 
By  the  unerring,  gracious  Powers, 

He's  weighed  at  length. 


THE    FISHERMAN'S   SONG. 

'Tis  well  when  the  wind  is  fair 

To  sail  like  a  bird  away, 

Away  to  the  sea-line  where 

The  fish  in  the  deep  sea  play ; 
A  better  crew  cannot  be 
Than  those  that  sail  out  with  me, 
To  earn  their  bread  in  the  sea, — 
My  lads  and  I. 

The  lads  are  my  own  boys  three, 
I'd  pit  them  against  the  fleet  ! 
There  cannot  be  out  on  the  sea 
Any  three  my  three  to  beat,— 

When  heavy  with  fish  the  net, 

And  all  good  recompense  get 

To  baffle  the  demon  Debt,^ — 

My  lads  and  I. 

O  joy  as  we  homeward  ride 
With  a  glittering  glorious  "  take," 


58  GLAISDAL^:. 

To  hear  from  over  the  tide 
The  bells  of  the  grey  church  break  ! 
To  see  the  old  town  come  near 
And  hearer,  to  pass  the  pier, 
And  then,  on  the  staith,  our  dear ! 
My  lads  and  I. 
Whatever  the  sea  may  give, 
Or  what  from  our  nets  withhold, 
We  yet  are  able  to  live. 
Though  seldom  a  "  last "  be  told  : 
We  cannot  be  poor  with  love 
In  our  cot ;'  and  peace,  the  dove. 
In  our  hearts;  and  God  above,— 
My  lads  and  I. 

God  bless  them,  my  lads  so  dear ; 
God  bless  her,  the  fond  wife  true, 
And  hold  her  His  heart  a-near 
When  we're  away  on  the  blue  ! 

Our  darling  !  on  her  we  dote  ; 
For  her  we  labour  afloat ; 
We  all  are  hers  in  the  boat,— 
My  lads  and  I. 
♦ — — 

GLAISDALE. 

A  DAY  of  calm  far  splendour, — silver  day 
O'er  this  clear  moorland  of  October  :  trees 
Brown,  and  expectant  of  the  angry  breeze 
Ere  long  to  strip  their  russet  robes  away. 
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The  moors  here  vivid-green  with  grass,  there  grey 
With  sturdy  heather  :  valleys  rounding  past 
The  verdant  rock-strewn  hills  that  know  the  blast 
When  storms  are  whirling  at  their  bitter  play. 

A  pall  around  the  sinking  sun  is  rolled, — 
Time  stands  a  mourner  at  Day's  funeral : 
But  through  the  cloud  a  gleam  of  gloomy  gold, 
Telling  of  light  behind  the  stormy  pall, — 
And  of  a  sun,  when  Time's  last  hours  are  told, 
That  on  heaven's  hills  shall  never  set  at  all. 


A   YEAR   AGO. 

No  more  that  vivid  glance,  that  glowing  cheek. 
Those  words  that  breathed  like  roses  from  the  soul ! 
That  soul  of  beauty  !  it  were  vain  to  seek 
For  any  fairer,  though  from  pole  to  pole. 

'Tis  hard  to  think  we  ne'er  shall  see  her  more, 
The  form  of  vigour  and  the  eye  of  health, — 
Through  which  the  glad  soul,  as  through  open  door. 
Looked  thought  and  love's  unutterable  wealth. 

Death's  sudden  hand  in  Rome  upon  her  fell. 
And  so  she  passed  a  year  this  passing  day ; 
And  in  that  passage  words  are  poor  to  tell 
What  sunshine  faded  from  our  hearts  away. 

Death  called  her,  not  unready ;  the  true  work 
Which  human  life  ennobles  and  survives 
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She  did, — nor  ever  idly  sought  to  shirk  ; 
And  thus  her  life  wrote  deep  in  living  lives. 

For  others  lived  she ;  wrought  as  in  the  eye 
Of  the  great  Master,  conscience  in  the  task ; 
Her  brief  best  gave,  and  when  she  came  to  die 
No  need  had  she  for  lengthened  years  to  ask. 

So  early  taken  !     But  He  takes  away 
Who  makes  this  life  a  schooling  for  the  next ; 
There  His  strange  purposes  are  clear  as  day, 
At  which  our  clouded  eyes  are  now  perplexed. 

She  is  not  here  ;  but  could  we  only  see 
For  one  swift  moment  the  transcendent  bliss 
That  she  inherits,  we  should  long  to  be 
In  that  fair  world,  and  only  pine  in  this. 

Our  dead  we  deem  at.  distance,  as  if  states 

So  widely  different  must  be  parted  wide  : 

'Tis  but  a  veil  conceals  the  happy  gates 

Through  which  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  leads  the  Bride. 

A  veil — no  more — between  the  worlds  of  souls — 
No  mighty  mountain  wearisome  to  climb. 
No  awful  ocean  that  with  tempest  rolls, 
A  veil  between  eternity  and  time  ! 

A  veil,  arid  she  within  and  we  without ! 
How  much  that  is  unknown  we  fain  would  know ! 
O  wondrous  moment  that  shall  end  all  doubt. 
And  all  be  learnt  she  learnt  a  year  ago  ! 
April  14th,  1884. 


SONNETS. 


AN    OLD   GRAVE-STONE 

A  CRUMBLING  grave-stonc  just  a  century  old  ! 
— ^To  busy  Thought  returns  the  distant  hour 
When  Sorrow  at  this  new-made  grave  had  power 
To  tell  in  tears  what  words  had  never  told, 
When  o'er  the  wife's  heart  bitter  anguish  rolled, 
And  orphanhood  as  their  reluctant  dower 
The  children  took.     Grief  vanished  :  as  the  flower 
Which  bloomed  that  day  then  faded  to  the  mould. 
A  hundred  years  1  and  when  a  hundred  more 
Have  swept  the  present  far  into  the  past, 
Shall  stranger  pause  another  stone  before. 
Guess  at  our  scarce-decipherable  name, 
The  man  that  bore  it,  and  his  spark  of  fame 
Long-blown  to  darkness  on  Oblivion's  blast  ? 


II 
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ON   ARTHUR'S   SEAT. 

I  WATCHED  the  wonder  of  the  night  come  down 

With  stealthy  dreaminess  from  drowsing  skies, 

Dimming  the  beauteous  city  to  my  eyes, — 

The  city  famous  for  its  old  renown, 

Scotland's  Acropolis,  proud  Edwin's  crown. 

"  Hidden,"  I  said  :  but  lo,  to  glad  surprise 

Gleam  following  gleam — ten  thousand  lights  arise — 

And  'mid  the  dark  triumphant  rose  the  town. 

So  have  I  seen  the  city  fair  of  life 

Eminent,  thronged  with  hopes,  when  o'er  it  gloomed 

Unmerited  Detraction's  shadowing  night 

With  sudden  beams  of  patience,  glory-rife, — 

The  startled  darkness  as  with  dawn  illumed — 

I'he  life  a  city  of  victorious  light. 


PERE   LA   CHAISE. 

The  many  monuments  in  Pere  la  Chaise, 

The  cold  marmoreal  columns  proud  to  bear 

Great  names  that  France  e'en  to  Time's  end  shall  wear 

Deep  in  her  heart  with  gratitude  and  praise. 

Were  less  to  me  than  that  which  fixed  my  gaze 

Admiring, — the  uncolumned  spot  where  fair 

Sweet  flowers  perennial  to  the  listening  air 

Whisper  from  year  to  year  heroic  Ney's 

Name  and  renown  and  doom.     "  No  monument 
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But  flowers," — his  wish.     And  'neath  the  flowers  there  Hes 

In  dust  his  dust.     So  when  I  pass  away, 

From  out  this  Httle  to  the  larger  day, 

Above  my  grave  let  flowers,  not  marble,  rise, 

My  name,  my  hope,  with  their  sweet  meanings  blent. 


WORDSWORTH'S   GRAVE. 

On  simple  stone  a  simple  name— beside 

The  church  he  loved,  beneath  the  skies  he  knew, 

In  sight  of  mere  and  mountain  whence  he  drew 

Emblems  and  lessons  beautiful, — denied 

To  duller  spirits  all  self-satisfied  : 

In  lasting  song  he  sung  those  lessons  true — 

Truths  deep  as  life  and  pure  as  pearls  of  dew. 

'Tis  well  that  where  he  lived  and  loved  and  died 

His  grave  should  be.     Grave  ?     Rather  call  it  home 

Hence  radiates  his  spirit  all  around  : — 

On  every  blossom,  bird,  wave,  rock,  and  height, 

On  every  poorest  man  who  earth  may  roam, 

Shedding  an  inextinguishable  light. 

Making  the  whole  world  consecrated  ground. 


J.    S.    T. 

Bold  were  his  deeds ;  he  never  thought  them  bold, 
Not  even  in  the  light  of  wondering  eyes ; 
He  was  surprised  that  he  should  e'er  surprise. 
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E'en  when  his  words  were  iron,  heart  was  gold. 

And  if  they  pierced  inopportunely  cold 

And  keen,  he  sought  with  instantaneous  care 

To  extract  the  arrow  and  the  wound  repair. 

His  head  was  grey — his  heart  was  never  old. 

He  knew  to  startle  foe  into  a  friend 

By  help  in  need.     He  never  wore  a  mask  : — 

What  though  the  face  of  Truth  might  some  oifend  ? 

He  could  refuse  ;  but  ne'er  did  sorrow  ask 

Aid  at  his  hand  in  vain.     When  came  the  end 

He  met  death  bravely  standing  to  his  task. 


REVELATION    BY    LOSS. 

It  was  in  Deepdale  :  bright  the  summer  sky 

And  fair  the  woodland  shades  !     On  things  intent 

Far-off,  unheeding  what  was  near,  I  went, 

When  from  my  very  feet,  the  pathway  by. 

Without  the  premonition  of  a  cry. 

Up  through  the  trees  and  to  the  firmament 

A  bird  whirred, — vanished: — in  my  fancy  blent 

Henceforth  with  the  great  glorious  light  on  high. 

So  oft  a  death  the  secret  doth  betray 

Of  greatness  near  us  and  unrecognised  : 

When  suddenly  from  out  this  mortal  day 

The  great  soul  wings  its  flight,  we  start  surprised 

To  see  him  other  than  we  e'er  surmised, — 

Not  truly  known  to  us  till  passed  away. 
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THE    EXTREMES    OF    LIFE. 

The  peaceful  river  glideth  to  the  sea  : 
'Tween  quiet  banks,  and  in  the  quiet  light, 
Calm-gliding  ever  onward,  day  and  night, 
It  seems  an  image  of  tranquillity. 
I  ask — than  this  what  can  there  calmer  be 
And  fairer?     Fair  !— but  an  illusive  sight ! 
This  calm  o'er  deep  falls  soon  is  lost  in  white 
Terror  and  a  loud  cataract's  agony. 
So  with  the  river  of  man's  life — it  streams 
Unruffled  on  through  little-varying  days, 
Till  cries  he, — "  How  monotonous  is  life  !  " 
But  let  him  wait — he'll  not  escape  the  strife. 
The  stress,  the  struggle  brooking  no  delays, 
And  his  life  perfected  by  strange  extremes. 

EGLISTONE    ABBEY. 

Where  Thornsgill-beck  hastens  to  tawny  Tees 

Its  tiny  tribute,  the  tall  ruin  stands 

Aloft,  the  Abbey,  built  by  faithful  hands 

That  with  such  service  sought  high  Heaven  to  please 

In  the  irrevocable  centuries. 

I  stood  amid  the  massive  ruins,  read 

The  few  dim  legends  o'er  the  holy  dead  : 

"  Death  everywhere,"  seemed  whispered  by  the  breeze. 

But  lo,  outside  the  walls  some  children  played, 

Old  beam  upon  old  stone,  at  see-saw  gay  : 
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And  at  the  hill-foot,  happy  in  the  shade, 
Some  modest  speedwells  blossomed  blithe  and  blue. 
Glad  children  never  pass  from  earth  away  : 
And,  mid  Time's  ruins,  spring  the  flowers  anew. 


AT   GRETA   BRIDGE. 

Here  married  were  the  waters,  ere  the  tongue 

Of  Britain's  roving  aborigines 

Had  breathed  the  names  of  Greta  or  of  Tees. 

Their  bridal  song  the  happy  breezes  sung 

To  rock  and  height  till  far  the  gladness  rung. 

The  wedded  waters  onward  to  the  seas. 

Expectant,  hastened  between  hills  and  leas 

In  that  far  day  when  old,  old  Time  was  young. 

Through  strong  obstruction  of  the  limestone  grey 

Their  forceful  purpose  held  victorious  way. 

And  still  they  seek  their  home  within  the  main : 

United,  glad,  they  ever  seaward  roll  : 

^Vhat  Power  can  Love  from  its  sweet  home  restrain. 

Or  hold  back  soul  from  its  predestined  soul  ? 


IN   THE   CHURCHYARD   OF   WYCLIFFE, 
ON   THE   TEES. 

How  changed  our  country's  story  since  the  day 
That  John  de  Wycliffe  left  this  spot — a  lad — 
For  learned  Oxford  !     Was  be  only  glad 
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When  from  last  look  he  southward  turned  away  ? 

Or  mingled  some  regrets  amid  the  gay 

Hopes  that  within  him  bright  dominion  had  ? 

Not  wholly  joyful  nor  yet  wholly  sad  ? 

But  in  his  sky  gold  vanquishing  the  grey  ? 

Changed  land !  And  much  he  helped  to  make  the  change-  - 

He  the  bright  star  that  led  the  larger  day 

Of  Knowledge,  Freedom,  and  Religion  pure. 

That  journey  in  its  glorious  issues  strange — 

Of  varied  blessing  never  to  decay — 

Through  all  this  England's  future  to  endure. 


ELSTOW. 


When  walked  I  out  to  Elstow  calm  and  bright 

The  heavenly  morning  of  the  day  of  rest. 

And  I, — I  somehow  felt  like  Bunyan's  guest. 

Nearing  the  village,  with  melodious  might 

The  church  bells  woke  and  told  their  loud  delight. 

Sounding  methought  his  name,  from  out  whose  breast 

Their  cheerful  chimes  ne'er  wholly  took  their  flight 

Till  lost  in  nobler  music  of  the  blest ! 

Upon  the  green  where  once  he  played  there  seemed 

The  imprint  of  his  foot.     The  very  air 

That  round  me  in  the  golden  morning  dreamed 

Did  of  the  Dreamer  whispers  softly  bear  : 

And  had  he  at  my  side  in  glory  beamed, 

I  scarce  had  been  surprised  to  see  him  there  ! 


i68  ANGELS  AT  SEA,— LIFE. 


ANGELS   AT   SEA. 

By  holy  Paul,  on  furious  Adria  tossed, 
Stood  glorious  angel  turning  night  to  day. 
From  the  great  Lord  of  Life  he  came  to  say — 
That,  spite  of  wreck  and  human  purpose  crost, 
No  single  man  should  from  the  ship  be  lost. 
Strong  consolation  !  nerving  men  to  pray. 
To  toil,— and  so  when  broke  the  morning  grey 
The  all-imperilled  was  a  rescued  host.- — 
And  still  are  countless  angels  on  the  sea- 
Constant,  consolatory,  swift,  and  strong  ! 
Their  viewless  arms  are  mighty  :  and  their  breath 
Whispers  of  hope — not  Earth  has  sweeter  song  ;— 
Angels  of  Peace,  Power,  Courage,  Purity, 
Deliverance — and  the  angel  men  call  Death. 


LIFE. 

Wise  through  experience  the  old  gardener  goes 
With  unrelenting  )cnife  among  the  flowers 
That  flaunt  luxuriant  to  the  golden  hours. 
And  brighter,  sweeter  from  his  pruning  grows 
Of  flowers  the  cynosure,  the  crowning  rose  ! — 
By  him  neglected  never  had  been  ours 
That  glorious  rose — but  all  its  wasted  powers 
Back  in  the  thorn  had  reached  ignoble  close. — 
Into  the  garden  spiritual  behold 
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Heaven's  gardener  comes  with  His  keen  pruning  knife, 
"  What  wilt  Thou  do  with  it  ?  "  I  question  bold  : 
Nor  am  denied  an  answer, — for  He  saith, 
"  I  come  that  all  may  have  abundant  life ; 
For,  without  discipline,  life  is  but — Death  ! " 
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"  In  this  keen  age  of  thought  and  act  intense 

Preachers  their  sermons  must  condense  "  : — condense  ? 

Sage  critic  !  with  the  universal  eye, 

In  print,  diurnal  preacher  on  the  sly, 

I  read  his  sharp  demand,  and  as  I  read 

Remembered  preachers  gathered  from  the  dead 

In  day-dream  ;  men  beloved  ; — by  love  alone 

Can  the  real  man  to  any  man  be  known. 

No  essayists  these, — their  strain  was  ne'er  too  long, 

Their  wholesome  words  delightful  as  a  song. 

Again  they  came  :  of  various  creed ;  yet  one 

In  holy  service— crowned  with  Heaven's  "  Well  done  ! '' 

Their  ancient  spell  once  more  was  o'er  me  cast, 

And  on  the  present  rose  again  the  past. 

Maurice  appeared — man  of  heroic  mould, 
One,  worn  in  fight  of  Conscience,  early  old  : 
Face  resolute,  and  pure  as  rising  day, 
Voice  plaintive,  speaking  as  from  far  away. 
Heart  quick  with  tenderness  ;  that  wisely  cared 
For  wretchedness,  nor  of  the  worst  despaired. 
Amid  pale  sufferers  with  their  labouring  breath 
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In  wards  of  anguish,  impotence,  and  death, 

He  gained  the  sympathetic  touch  and  tone, 

And  learnt  another's  woes  to  make  his  own. 

His  thoughts  benevolent  had  vital  heat 

In  brave  prompt  deed  the  woes  of  want  to  meet, 

And  sought  to  train  toil-hardened  men  to  bear 

In  civic  duties  individual  share. 

He  read  in  Progress  but  the  hand  which  rolls 

The  wave  of  ocean  and  the  sea  of  souls. 

He  walked  in  light — so  under  all  things  saw 

The  sovereignty  of  ever-ruling  law  : 

Saw  God  as  Father — not  as  partisan  : 

Vigorous  his  faith  of  the  divine  in  man  ; — 

That  what  is  manly  men  should  keep  with  joy, 

And  only  the  inhuman  should  destroy. 

In  English  conscience,  as  in  Hebrew  tale. 

He  owned  the  Godhead  though  behind  the  veil  : 

But,  crowning  vision,  God  he  saw  in  Christ, 

And  to  His  service  self  was  sacrificed. 

Wherever  truth,  for  Christ  he  claimed  it  all ; 

And  reckoned  .^^schylus  an  earlier  Paul  : 

Held — Christ  predicted  by  all  times  of  old, 

And  all  things  present  by  His  hand  controlled ; 

That  all  who  in  His  name  divine  believe 

As  birth-gift  now  eternal  life  receive  : 

And  strong  his  hope  that,  e'en  beyond  the  grave. 

At  last  the  Saviour  all  the  lost  would  save. 

To  Conscience  true  he  ever  could  rejoice 

In  the  sweet  verdict  of  the  inward  voice ; 
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The  Master  kept  he  constant  in  his  view, 
And  shared  the  trials  of  that  Master  too, — 
The  sland'rous  tale,  the  persecuting  frown : — 
The  prophet's  honour  is  a  martyr's  crown. 

Then  Binney  from  the  solemn  past  I  saw, — 
Who  might  have  been  a  guiding  star  of  law ; 
Of  mind  judicial ;  forceful  in  his  thought, 
In  all  he  uttered,  and  in  all  he  wrought. 
Robust  and  practical — in  holy  lore 
He  showed  that  facts  held  doctrines  at  the  core  : 
His  sermon — though  text-mottoed  from  the  Book — 
Out  of  Time's  current  story  oft  he  took. 
Few  preached  as  well,  few  sometimes  preached  as  ill, 
But  even  at  the  worst  'twas  Binney  still — 
Who  little  cared  though  man  might  blame  or  bless. 
And  seemed  as  proud  of  failure  as  success. 
How  comprehensive  he  !  how  clear  of  eye 
To  see,  to  track,  to  unmask,  the  sophist's  lie  ! 
With  dialectic  skill  a  coronet 
For  Truth  he  fashioned  till  each  pearl  was  set, 
Nor  dared  to  lay  the  alluring  pleasure  down 
Till  the  conclusive  gem  adorned  the  crown. 
What  leisure  midst  his  logic  eloquent. 
The  reasoning  longer  oft  than  his  intent : 
What  wisdom  vital  through  its  ling'ring  length. 
What  ease  because  what  confidence  of  strength  I 
The  catholic  spirit  yet  distinctions  nice  ; — 
The  Father  of  the  Schoolmen's  Paradise 
He  would  have  reigned.     Can  some  men  split  a  hair  ? 
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He  could  have  split  the  splits  I  do  declare — 
That  gentle  giant  marching  on  his  way 
Through  the  great  sermons  of  his  vanished  day. 

Lo,  burly  Brock  then  came  with  genial  glance, 
With  confidence-inspiring  countenance  : 
In  tones  rotund,  deliberate,  who  told 
The  truth  which,  old  as  Time,  is  never  old  : 
Who  ever  gave  the  best  he  had  to  give ; 
By  labour  won  a  preacher's  power  to  live 
As  honest  leader  of  the  frank  and  true 
Who  keep  (what  higher  aim  ? )  their  God  in  view. 
He  boldly  spoke — had  fought  his  battles  out— 
Nor  cared  to  heed  the  parrot  cant  of  Doubt- 
In  affirmation  strong  as  well  became 
A  messenger  of  the  Eternal  Name. 
Experience  was  his  test :  what  suited  one 
Would  suit  each  craving  mortal  'neath  the  sun  : 
The  Saviour  of  the  one  could  save  the  whole  : — 
His  grace  sufficient  to  each  seeking  soul. 
The  eloquence  of  strength  was  in  his  speech  : 
That  gave  him  power  prevailingly  to  preach. 
Virile  in  thought,  speech,  life — all  men  could  see 
In  him  the  manhke,  will  the  Christlike  be. 

Then  Hamilton  I  saw  before  me  stand — 
One  born  with  author's  crow-quill  in  his  hand. 
Who  dropt  it  not  till  Death's  hand  touched  his  own 
His  joy  to  make  his  gathered  treasures  known. 
He  lived  in  books  as  the  bee  lives  in  flowers, 
Drawing  thence  hidden  wealth  to  make  it  ours  ; 
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A  wondrous  book — and  one  he  loved  to  read, 

He  found  in  woodland  moss,  and  flower  of  mead  ; — 

With  careful  eye  marked  ev'ry  blooming  fact. 

And  then  recorded  it  in  terms  exact. 

Apt,  accurate,  and  artless  similes — 

'J'hat,  saving  solemn  dullards,  all  could  please — 

From  nature  in  his  sermons  had  fit  place. 

For  nature  is  a  parable  of  grace. 

To  many  minds  for  wealth  he  was  in  debt, 

But  though  he  borrowed  he  was  Thinker  yet ; 

The  diction  quaint  and  picturesque  his  own, 

The  humour  and  the  ardour  his  alone. 

Yet  though  strong  sparkling  thought  was  in  his  speech, 

The  feeble  voice  ne'er  let  him  strongly  preach. 

The  pen  industrious  was  his  better  voice  : 

The  press,  the  pulpit  of  his  early  choice  : 

A  miser  of  the  golden  dust  of  hours  ! 

A  sweet  child's  cheerfulness  with  manhood's  powers  ! 

What  lofty  aim  !  words  fail  that  man  to  paint  ! 

In  toil  a  hero — and  in  life  a  saint. 

Then  Lynch  !  with  pallid  cheek,  avoiding  eye, 
A  suffering  man  who  took  long  years  to  die. 
To  few  he  preached,  but  7ne?i  are  always  few  : 
And  they,  wise-hearted  leader  in  him  knew. 
He  drew  the  sceptic  from  the  engulphing  night : 
He  led  the  thinker  to  Thought's  hills  of  light : 
He  called  the  scattered  from  the  mountains  cold, 
Like  faithful  shepherd,  to  Faith's  ample  fold. 
Strange,  but  the  strange  thing  always  comes  to  pass — 
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Brass  deems  no  music  musical  as  brass — 

His  pipe  of  gold  was  scorned  because  a  pipe, 

However  sweet,  of  an  uncommon  type. 

Proud  word-idolaters  with  frantic  cries, 

Heaven  in  their  lips,  hell  flaming  in  their  eyes, 

Sought  with  vain  rage  his  "  Rivulet  "  to  stay — 

Its  song  still  sings  on  its  melodious  way. 

The  Christ  is  larger,  mightier  than  all  creeds  : 

No  words  are  holy  that  grow  not  to  deeds  : 

Of  all  the  heresies  with  which  accurst 

Is  man,  the  temper-heresy  is  worst. 

Each  truth  when  met  its  earnest  seeker  knows — 

Scents  in  the  otto  the  remembered  rose — 

Reads  in  clear  stream  the  pure  fount  whence  it  ran- 

And  in  the  spirit  of  a  man  the  man. 

We  owe  him  this— 'tis  easy  to  forget 

How  to  the  past  the  present  is  in  debt— 

A  larger  freedom,  clearer  skies  above 

Showing  that  Faith's  transcendent  triumph's— love. 

Then,  lo,  appeared  a  layman  in  disguise — 
Kingsley,  'mong  preachers  secularly  wise  : 
Fearless,  adventurous,  like  the  knights  of  old 
Brightly  depicted  in  his  pages  bold. 
'Twas  from  himself  he  took  with  artist  pen 
The  heroic  measure  of  his  greatest  men. 
Friend  of  the  poor,  of  Chartists  and  their  claims. 
And  of  all  worthy  undefended  names  : 
Nothing  to  him  was  common  or  unclean, 
In  his  regard  meanness  alone  was  mean : 
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Where  others  scorned  to  seek  he  worth  could  find  : — 

The  friend  and  poet  of  the  stern  "  east  wind." 

Sermons  impulsive  his  with  charm  to  keep 

Children  and  rustics  from  the  clutch  of  sleep, 

To  thrill  the  Abbey  and  the  village  pews, 

And  hearts  of  all  with  vigour  strange  transfuse : 

Sermons  no  pulpit  fashion  might  control ; 

The  body  oft  his  text  as  well  as  soul : 

The  piety  of  love  to  child  and  wife  ; — 

The  sacramental  sanctity  of  life. 

I  hear  him  now  as  in  the  past  I  heard, 

The  plain  speech  broken  oft  by  stammered  word, — 

The  cushion  gripped — then  hands  raised  as  in  prayer 

Strenuous,  and  strangely  labouring  in  the  air. 

While  burning  looks  and  trembling  frame  proclaimed 

A  preacher  of  his  message  not  ashamed  : 

Ever  his  faithful  speech  was  fervour-fired  : 

If  some  were  taught,  how  many  more  inspired ! 

He  left  me — and  then  full  of  solemn  grace 
Again  I  saw  calm  Martin's  angel-face  : 
A  face  where  strength  and  beauty  were  combined. 
The  animated  semblance  of  his  mind. 
Serene  the  eye  that  cast  resistless  spell ; 
Serene  the  voice  that  questioned  Conscience  well. 
He  spoke  as  one  who  "  in  the  Presence  "  dwelt, 
Who  ne'er  commended  what  he  ne'er  had  felt. 
No  brilliance  from  his  tongue,  no  glittering  trope, 
No  tone  infallible  of  would-be  Pope  : 
In  words  clear,  simple,  brief,  his  message  broke. 
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And  all  the  man  was  in  the  truth  he  spoke. 
He  wielded  facts  and  principles,  and  these 
Full  oft  subdued  Rebellion  to  its  knees. 
Love  quicken'd  memory — none  who  ever  came 
Went  unremembered  as  to  face  or  name. 
To  him  was  nothing  little  : — to  the  least 
Duty  he  hastened  as  to  bridal  feast. 
His  life — too  soon  accomplished  was  its  race  ! 
Preacher  of  martyr-soul  and  angel-face  ! 

Punshon  then  came,  with  clanging  speech  yet  clear 
Its  rhythmic  splendour  bell-toned  on  the  ear  ; — 
The  orator  who  spoke  in  pictured  tale  : 
With  rapid  memory  never  known  to  fail : 
Each  apt  quotation  glittering  in  its  place  j 
Each  perfect  sentence  in  its  marshalled  grace ; 
And  words  that  'neath  the  soul's  emphatic  stroke 
Into  new  meaning  on  a  sudden  broke  ! 
Past  scenes  became  the  present  at  a  breath — 
And  men  rose  living  from  the  vaults  of  death ; 
The  far  was  near,  the  ancient  was  as  new 
As  in  this  morning's  crown  the  pearls  of  dew. 
His  look  was  resolution,  spirit  brave, 
Glad  with  the  merry,  with  the  sorrowing  grave. 
With  promptitude  he  saw,  devoid  of  pride. 
The  best  in  every  brother  at  his  side. 
Too  early  lost ! — but  earth  had  no  retreat 
From  popularity,  that  bitter-sweet, 
Except  in  death  : — he  now  with  life  is  blest 
Where  service  is  at  one  with  sweetest  rest. 
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Then  Raleigh  rose  : — all  kindling  with  the  cause 
He  pleaded  : — strong  in  the  wise  power  of  pause. 
Well-culled  his  text — some  lovely  Bible  phrase 
With  latent  lessons  for  these  later  days ; 
Some  touching  sentiment,  or  beauteous  view 
Of  that  Great  Life  that  is  for  ever  new — 
And  all  connected  wisely  with  the  strife, 
The  joys,  the  duties,  of  earth's  varying  life. 
He  spoke  to  men  as  one  who  'mong  them  dwelt, 
Stood  by  their  side,  and  all  their  feelings  felt ; 
And  when  the  strong  voice  trembled  into  tone 
Pathetic,  how  the  brother-heart  was  known  ! 
For  the  vast  scriptures  of  the  earth  and  sky 
His  words  revealed  fond  reverential  eye, 
But  dearer  far  sweet  children's  winsome  grace. 
And  heaven's  glad  glory  lingering  in  their  face. 
A  "  quiet  resting-place  "  his  sermons  :  yet 
In  him  the  poet  and  the  hero  met  : 
The  Covenanter  lived  within  his  breast : 
The  Right  unwon,  his  spirit  could  not  rest : 
With  God  he  spoke  in  filial  language  bold, 
He  stood  like  Moses  on  the  mount  of  old, 
With  light  o'erhead,  though  thunders  'neath  him  rolled. 

Then  pine-like,  tirm,  erect,  before  me  rose 
Guthrie,  deep-eyed,  head  crowned  with  early  snow^s, 
Who  spoke  the  Scotchman  in  his  every  tone ; 
His  poet-spell  made  every  heart  his  own. 
To  him,  the  Bible  ever  as  he  read 
Was  city  of  the  living,  not  the  dead, 
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Astir  with  human  passions'  stress  and  strife, 

And  all  that  sums  our  catalogue  of  life. 

Never  dyspeptic  Doubter — buoyant  man, 

Firm  in  belief,  he  swift  to  duty  ran  : 

In  phrases  shaped  to  strike  and  stick,  in  clear 

Bright  words,  he  spoke  his  pictures  to  the  ear  : 

Did  metaphor  abound — 'twas  his  intent 

That  each  should  hold  convincing  argument. 

With  common  feeling,  peers  and  peasants  hung 

Upon  the  rushing  splendours  of  his  tongue  : 

The  maid  in  print,  the  dame  in  velvet  clad. 

Each  at  his  feast  their  proper  portion  had. 

With  hearts  fraternal  sought  he,  brave,  elate. 

To  break  the  Erastian  link  'tween  Church  and  State, 

Brave  for  Christ's  Crown  and  Covenant :  they  failed. 

And  yet  though  vanquished  gloriously  prevailed  : 

Bright  day  for  Scotland  !  then  her  hand  unfurled 

A  flag  whose  legend  rang  around  the  world. 

But  more — the  friend  of  childhood  wronged,  defiled. 

Was  he  —the  friend  of  every  ragged  child. 

Its  chief  dark  foe  he  loathed — nor  dared  to  think 

Save  with  resistance  of  the  fiend  of  Drink. 

He  wrought  to  save  the  future  of  the  child  : 

And  not  in  vain — the  rescued  round  him  smiled. 

Whom  hopeless-sinking  from  crime's  deeps,  he  drew, 

He  the  best  father  that  they  ever  knew\ 

Stanley  then  shone — his  firm  face  turned  to  mine, 
With  feeling  writ  in  each  patrician  line  ; 
With  courtly  manners,  court-befitting,  drest : 
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And,  when  most  scornful,  ever  self-possessed. 

No  hermit :  busy  he  with  passing  days  : 

A  fearless  warrior  in  ecclesiast  frays ; 

He  mingled  in,  yet  hated,  cleric  strife  : 

Not  for  dead  doctrines  fighting — but  for  life. 

He  scorned  flushed  scholars  squabbling  o'er  a  text : — 

With  vacant  controversy  only  vexed  : 

But  he  rejoiced — then  only — as  truth  ran 

Its  useful  race  incarnate  in  the  man. 

To  his  imagination,  patriarchs  grey 

Of  early  Time  stood  clear  as  men  to-day ; 

Dark  ruins  as  he  gazed  regained  their  fame  ; 

And  youth  bloomed  back  on  many  a  withered  name. 

He  seemed  the  spirit  of  that  Minster  vast. 

With  ages  hoar,  where  his  best  time  was  cast  : 

He  joyed  to  celebrate  its  mighty  dead  : 

And  children  hung  upon  the  words  he  said — 

Old  winsome  tales  that  wear  perennial  youth. 

And  through  all  ages  speak  abiding  truth. 

As  preacher  he  to  truth  was  ever  true  : — 

True  to  the  old,  yet  trustful  of  the  new ; — 

His  witness  this — "  All  light  is  from  above  \ 

And  all  Christ's  brethren  are  who  walk  in  love." 

Then — yet  another  !     This  a  man  who  well 
In  chivalry  of  conscience  bore  the  bell  : 
Imperial  Charity,  held  strong  control, 
Nor  let  cold  Prudence  check  his  flame  of  soul. 
He  could  not  but  be  just — e'en  to  the  wrong  : 
Injustice  'tis  that  makes  an  error  strong. 
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He  lightsome  came  (as  if  on  wings)  elate, — 
Face  radiance-shining  as  from  heaven's  bright  gate. 
He  preached  (Mauricean  bold)  with  voice  and  pen 
God  the  great  Father  of  all  living  men ; 
And  bade  his  brothers  in  the  footsteps  live 
Of  Christ  the  perfect  representative, 
Who  stood  for  man  in  duty,  sorrow,  strife, 
And  died  to  make  Death's  gate  the  gate  of  Life. 
In  him  John's  heart  (the  throne  of  love)  was  joined 
To  Paul's  devoted  dialectic  mind. 
Amid  Time's  mysteries  this  for  him  sufficed — 
To  find  the  key  divine  to  all,  in  Christ. 
O  opulence  of  faith  !  O  courage  frank  ! 
"That  for  the  right  from  peril  never  shrank  : 
A  Hebrew  saint,  an  English  Puritan, 
A  Christian  true,  and  so  true  gentleman  I 
He  left  us — yet  in  many  hearts  and  lives, 
A  noble  lyric,  Baldwin  Brown  survives. 


THE    END. 
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